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dramatic Chinese quarter of 
London's East Side, made famous 
by Thomas Burke in his world- 
renowned “Limehouse Nights”. 
“İn the next issue, out February 
15th. If you don’t see America’s 
Humor displayed, that doesn’t 
mean it isn’t on the newsstand. 


Just ASK your dealer for your 
. copy! 


AND WAIT—DON’T GO! 


Announcing also in the next number a 


NEW HUMOR FEATURE 


that is newer and funnier than the many “features” you have seen in the Alleged 
So-So Humorous Magazines. 
If it doesn’t make you smile, then nothing in this world can; but it will entertain you 
vastly, nevertheless. | 
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the BIG PAY JOBS—QUICK! 


Clip coupon now! I’ll send you absolutely FREE 
OF CHARGE — with positively no obligation on 
your part—3 “JOB-WAY” Auto Lessons and Jobs 
and my big, new Auto Bookalso! I want you to see 
for yourself—just why B. W. Cooke “JOB-WAY” 
Training is bringing so many men BIG Money in 
such remarkably quick time. I want you to see 
what it can do for youl 


Send Coupon at ONCE! 


Learn how men without a day’s previous auto 

experience, and only common schooling become 
Garage Owners, Superintendents, Managersand 
can earn up to $150a Weekand more! See why 
hundreds of men have found ‘‘JOB-WAY” to 
be such interesting, practical Training! 


I stand ready to give yon absolute proof. Clip 
COUPON NOW and I’ll rush your Lessons to 
you Absolutely Free! 


See How You Can Earn up io 


S150 a Week 


If you're earning a cent less Business of your own. 
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Find out how you can get into this gigantic 
Auto Business! Think of it—7 Thousand 
Million Dollars paid to Auto men every 
year for upkeep alone! See why there are 
so many Tremendous Opportunities for 
the trained Auto Man to get Big Raises 
in Eey QUICK!—opportunities veins 
for YOU! My Free Book shows w i. My 
Free Lessons show kow you can take a 
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the Coupon now. Be an Auto Expert. 


It’s the one Business for the red-blooded, master Auto work right in out any obligationon 
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wn a Typewriter | 


A Bargain You Can’t 


GET YOUR typewriter now. A 
genuine Shipman-Ward rebuilt 
Underwood is the one you want 
—“the machine you will even- 
tually buy!’ Everyoneneeds 
> it; now anyone can afford 
it. Don’t send a cent—but 
do get our big special offer 
—our valuable book on 
typewriters and typewriting 
—free. 

You can learn to write on thig standard- 
keyboard machine in one day. A week after 
the expressman has brought it, you'd feel Zost 
without it. A trial will prove it—and doesn’t 
cost you a penny! 


A New Plan 


Our rebuilt plan gives you the best machine 
and saves you a lof of money. 

The Underwood is so famous a make, 
and No. 5so popular a model, you'll have 
to speak up if you want one of the lot we are 
just completing now! 

We rebuild from top to bottom; replace * 
every single worn pari; each machine is in 
sparkling condition. New typewriters. are 
commonly guaranteed for a year; we guar- 
antee these completely rebuilt Underwoods 
five years: That's our Better-Than-New Guar- 
antee! And we guarantee a big saving in 
money! 

We don’t ask for a cent now. Nor any 
money at all, unless you are completely won 
by the wonderful writing machine 
we ship you for an unrestricted 10- 
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day free trial. When you do buy, This is a to pay for your typewriter afier 
|: Gk | e ae 
of our patrons have paid for their il İİ the facts before this lot of ma-- 


typewriters out of money 
made typing work for oth- 
ers. (One woman made @ 
thousand dollars at 
home last year with 
her Underwood.) 


If you know type- 
writers, you know the 
perfect work and the 
ease and speed of an 
Underwood. If you 
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Try It Free, and See! 


All Writing 
Machines! 
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have never owned a typewriter, start withthe 
finest! One that will lastyou all your life! But, 
the time to act is NOW. Don’t miss out on 
this present bargain offer. Don’t do longer 
without the convenience of a typewriter. 


Free Trial Offer 


Our plan gives you the opportunity of a ihor- ' 


ough trial before you buy. You 
runnorisk whatever. Youstart 


chines is allin use. Clip thein- 
formation coupon before you 
turn the page. It will pay you! 
Note the very useful book you 
will receive free! Write for full 
particulars at once. 


Get our catalog that tells how we rebuild these won- 

derful Underwood typewriters in the largest factory of 
its kind in the world, and lowest prices and terms in 
existence. We will also include free, the new Type 
Writing Manual —it gives many examples and sam- 
ples of uses for your typewriter: in business accounts, 


ace of 
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if Ever : 
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social correspondence, recipes, shopping lists, house- 
hold accounts, etc.; school work; literary work, etc. 
Clip coupon now! 


HIPMAN- WARD MFG. COMPANY 
| Mail to Sar su 8267 Shipman Building, Chicazo 


Pleasesendmefulloffer, pi Writing Man- 
Pie ,terms,etc fullinformation 

mi your FREE course in Touch Typewriting. 
All without obligation; this is NOT an order! 
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OU see, the girl's fatk-r 

was French, but her mother 

was American-born, and 

while the Faubourg St. 
Germain was responsible for her 
betrothal to the Marquis Dessaix, 
* was the influence of the open 
spaces west of the Mississippi 
which sent her to the Montmartre 
ball that night. Don’t ask which 
strain was to blame for the epi- 
sode with Smith. In spite of his 
name he claimed to be a Russian 
prince, made bankrupt by the 
war. 

The Faubourg called her An- 
toinette, but at the convent beyond 
St. Cloud, where she attended 
school. there were a number of 
American pupils and these girls 
dubbed her Tony. Beyond the 
shadow of a doubt it was Tony 
who ran away to Montmartre 
twenty-four hours before her wed- 
ding-day, though there was a trace 
of Antoinette in what followed. 

Her mother, who knew that a 
girl of eighteen is also a human 
being, would never have left 
Tony alone that way if the in-laws 
hadn't taken everything out of 
her hands. The dowager, for in- 
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stance, seemed to think that the 
American mother had nothing 
whatsoever to do with the appear- 
ance on this plane of her son's 
daughter, and so Antoinette was 
imprisoned and watched and be- 
trothed to a man who had only 
money to recommend him. An- 
toinette read nothing, heard 
nothing, saw nothing. But An- 
toinette was sly, and when she 
found Celestine's card to the 
Montmartre ball she said nothing 
about it. And Tony set out on 
her grand adventure while the 
household thought she slept. 

A little slip of a jeune fille she 
was, with big eyes, long dark hair, 
and a high-cut, simple frock of 
white muslin which made all the 
cocottes declare that Tony's was 
the most effective costume in the 
room. Her manner, too, a de- 
licious mixture of daring and 
maidenly reserve, drew attention 
to her and she never lacked a 
partner in the quadrille or waltz. 
Antoinette wasn't used to young 
men’s arms encircling her slender 
waist nor whispered compliments 
buzzing like busy bees about her 
pretty ears, but Tony withstood 
the experience surprisingly well. 

“All my life I've been missing 
this,” she mused, mad with the 
glitter of the ball. ‘‘And once | 
am married to Rene Dessaix I must 
go away to live in his chateau in 
Normandy and anyway the Latin 
Ouarter will be a closed book to 
me. So... tonight's the night.” 

It was really a very tame affair 
for Montmartre, this ball,—rough 


6¢é7N a twinkling Antoinette found 
herself minus her dress.” 
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but merry, with models and shop- 
girls and the lesser lights from the 
music halls vying for honors. 
Jewels were mostly imitations and 
passion was young and honest 
and unashamed. Courtezans from 
the cafes and roues from the bou- 
levards were conspicuous by their 
absence and because the ball 
lacked frills, and was anything 


HE Marquis 
portal 


squeezed 


else but chic, the Left Bank en- 
joyed itself in its own peculiar 
way without an audience. 

To Tony it was the event of 
her young life. The Americans 
at the convent often related their 
adventures at-home when cabaret- 
ing with their elders, but Antoin- 
“ette was satisfied that nothing 
could be more fun than this occa- 
sion. Each male arm was a fresh 
experience, a new thrill, sending 
delicious little chills down her 
spine; each whispered compli- 
ment, even those she didn’t un- 
derstand, was a paean that set her 
nerves to tingling with anticipa- 
tion. She choked over a cigarette 
and sipped a liqueur with a red- 
trousered garcon. 

“I shall be married a long time 
to Dessaix,’’ mused Antoinette. 

The Elimination Dance sug- 
gested a most intriguing pastime 
(at first and while Tony knew ab- 


through the 
with a dancing creature 
fluffy skirts and yellow head on either arm. 
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solutely nothing about this popu- 
lar Quarter diversion she entered 
into it with heart and soul. It was 
like mountain-climbing or flying 
among the clouds or even trying 
to hoodwink the sisters at the con- 
vent-school. 

Upon the dance-floor were a 
number of : 


chalked cir- 


in 


and 

the 
music stopped, 
suddenly, 
without warning, 
the mademoiselle who chanced to be 
standing within one of these spe- 
cific rings promptly discarded an 
article of clothing. It required 
skill to avoid these spots and fre- 
quently deep thinking when one’s 
wardrobe had undergone elimina- 
tion several times. Tony told her 
partner she felt exactly as if she 
were dancing on the side of a 
crater, and this bit of conversation 
was responsible for her losing her 
prospectus and when the music 
ceased it was her turn to pay a 
forfeit. 

A ribbon,—that was easy and 
Antoinette tossed it aside with the 
gay abandon of a midinette. 
Next a stocking, then its mate, 
and she was dancing like most of 


cles 
when 


and 
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the other young women with bare 
legs. Perhaps it was the liqueur, 
perhaps it was her partner, a 
black-eyed, o red-lipped fellow 
whose embrace became momen- 
tarily more ardent, but Tony 
found herself every other time at 
least within the magic circle. 
“But, monsieur, I have nothing 
left to take off,” she insisted, 
when she had left her slippers in 
a corner and gazed with longing 
eyes towards the other dancers. 


OUGH and ready fun and 
ladies unashamed danced 

and went through the ordeal 
of elimination. Diaphanous 
gowns and cunning little step- 
ins kept the eye busy and 
the heart high. The trick 
appeared to 
be the keeping 


of some article of clothing in place 
as long as one possibly could, the 
prize going to the last girl to suc- 
cumb. Even a red rose above the 
left ear would suffice. Tony, who 
knew nothing of the game, there- 
fore was without a flower and as 
became a jeune fille of the Fau- 
bourg St. Germain she was as 
sensibly underdressed as a Puritan 


maiden. No frills, no lace, no 
tantalizing garments. Marriage 
would bring them. Tony 


blushed, for she wore not lingerie 
but simply underclothing, white 
and virginal. 

“Yes, I shan't dance again—lI 


Number 


mustn't,” she ventured, and leav- 
ing her infatuated partner, she 
started across the room to retrieve 
her discarded garments, feeling 
that her evening was at an end. 
And then the music came to a 
stop once more. And Antoinette 
was surprised speechless when the 
merrymakers near her shouted for 


her to “rejeter.” 
For she had dropped 
out and wasn't 


thinking of the 
music any longer. 
This she attempted to explain to 
the teasing girls and eager young 
men, but they refused to listen to 
her and as she started to leave the 
foor without paying her forfeit, 
hands reached out and pulled at 
her dress. 


; 
j 
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“But, please!” entreated An- 
toinette, as demurely proper as 
the dowager herself could have 
wished. 

Even simple little frocks that 
cost a thousand francs at Jenny's 
are only cotton and thread, how- 
ever. Hooks and eyes, buttons 
and surrendered under 


snaps, 


such ruthless 
treatment. In a 
twinkling Antoinette found hersel 
surrounded by boys and girls, 
minus her dress. 

“Charming!” 
former partner. 


applauded her 
“Te is Mimi?” 


a 
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And Tony, knowing full well 
to what he referred, fled the place 
just as she was, her sole desire 
being to escape from the crowded 
room. 
fine, steady down-pour and even 
the more adventurous among the 
dancers hesitated to follow An- 
toinette. Head forward, eyes 
down, she ran through the nar- 
row, winding street to the corner 
of the Boul’ Mich’ where the lights 
blazed and taxis waited for the 
fashionables who would want to 
cross the river when at last they 
had grown tired of slumming. 
Tony sped toward a cab and then 
stopped suddenly, overcome with 
despair. Of course she hadn’t a 
sou. Her purse,—that was with 
her clothing, in the ball-room. 
Cold, wet to the skin, she huddled 
against a building, un- 
able to decide upon her 
next step, and it was 
there Smith found her. 

She looked, he said, 
like a rain-soaked robin 
and without further ex- 
planation he wrapped 

her in his big 
>œ top-coat and 
when this 


Outside it was raining, a 


seemed too 
heavy for her 
drooping 
shoulders, 
Smith lifted 
her in his arms 
and only put 
her down in 
the warmth 
and shelter of 
an immense 
limousine. 
“You are shivering, mademoi- 
selle,” he said. “How glad I am 
I found you, for you are safe at 
last! But please do not cry. It 
is bad for the eyes and mademoi- 
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selle's are too beautiful to spoil 
with tears.” 

Antoinette looked at him and 
found him disturbingly handsome, 
—tall, blonde, and young. 

“I wish to go home, monsieur,” 
she murmured, and instantly re- 
gretted her speech. She must go 
home alone: of course no one 
must know where she lived. 

“If you will trust me,” Smith 
pointed out, “my life is at your 
service. Command me, madem- 
oiselle, and the deed is done.” 

Because she had American 
blood in her veins she wasn’t as 
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Mimi's wardrobe. The dancers, 
however, had already forgotten 
Antoinette and when Smith's ap- 
pearance on the scene recalled her 
to their memory, they merely 
shrugged and smiled to think the 
jeune fille had so quickly found a 
handsome lover. 

Tony, safe in the limousine and 
sheltered by the great coat, smiled 
a welcome when Smith returned 
with her clothing. But the girl 


herself was too wet and uncomfort- 
able to don her wardrobe until 
she was thoroughly dried out be- 
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he would never permit it. Be- 
cause she was used to obeying, 
especially men, Antoinette didn't 
attempt to argue the case with 
him. The motor rolled merrily 
down the long hill, crossed the 
Seine, and presently drew up be- 
fore a house in a little street not 
far from the Opera. 

If it occurred to Antoinette 
that she really shouldn't enter 
Smith's apartment, it was also cer- 
tain that she never dreamed of 
refusing to comply with a man’s 
wishes. In which respect her 
French blood and not her Ameri- 


afraid of this strange young man 
as she would have . 


expected to be, but 
because she was 
French, too, she was 
cautious. 

She admitted she 
had been very fool- 
ish. When Antoinette 
remembered how 
very, very silly and 
daring she had been, 
she wept loudly, like 
a true granddaughter 
of the dowager. 
Then her mother’s 
native wit seemed to 
remind her that one 
is dead—and mar- 
red—a long, long 
time. For never 
would they permit 
her to divorce Rene 
Dessaix — never! 
And probably she 
would live to an old 
age... . So Tony ex- 
plained to Smith 
about the ball, tell- 


ing him exactly 


where to find her 


clothes and promis- 
ing to wait in the 
motorcar until he re- 
turned with them. 


HIS Smith vowed 
he would do, al- 
though there were a 
hundred men within 
the ball-room who 


might question his . 


right to the charming 


fore a fire. Smith, who appeared 
to be very wise and solicitous, said 


TR 


The air was 


the odor of 
4 many drugs; 
i there was in 

NT the room that 
WAN a dim, religious 
5 [NSN i light that pre- 
Mla Za sages the 

' a coming of the 
spectre Death. 
A profession- 
al man, with 
the pointed 
beard of his 
cult, bent over 
the bed. The 
patient lay among the pillows, blue lids covering 
eyes that would perhaps never again be gpened, 
pale hands inert upon the coverlet, white lips 
drawn into the thin, hard line of silence. By the 
side of the dying man sat that cold beauty, his 
wife, her exquisite features as chaste as those of 
a marble goddess, as divinely perfect, as eternally 
passive. 

“We have exhausted everything known to 
science,” said the doctor. “The brandy was use- 
less. The transfusion availed nothing. The 
strongest drugs bring no response. He will die, 
and yet there is no cause. The man’s physique 
ts perfect.” 

Over the face of the beautiful woman there 
passed a quiver. Life seemed for the first time 
to leap into her lovely eyes. Her lips parting 
revealed something they had not possessed a 
moment ago. Then, falling upon her knees, she 
pressed her face against the folded hands of her 
dying husband, and her perfectly chieled shoul- 
ders shook with an emotion that racked them in 
its newness. 

“I have killed him,’ she sobbed. “I have denied 
him life itself.” 

Leaping to her feet, she glanced wildly about 
her. The wall calendar showed the date to be 
the 15th day of February, 1927. “Heaven grant 
that it may not be too late!” she gasped. 

No longer the queen who gains her power from 
aloofness, but the distracted woman fighting for 
the life of her mate, she tore out of the room, 
returning in a moment with something in her 
hand. Bending over the patient, she whispered 
feverishly into his ear. The dying man’s eyelids 
fluttered, opened; color came into his lips; the 
ashen pallor left his cheeks. 

“A miracle! He will live,’ said the doctor. 
“What is it you have given him upon which his 
hand closes so avidly?” 

“It is” said the woman, no longer a fair god- 
dess of marble, “that droll magazine called 
America’s Humor, just out today.” 


heavy with 


can forebears were to blame. 


The dowager had 
preached obedience 
and Antoinette 
obeyed.. 

While Smith built 
a fire in the immense 
chimney, Tony dis- 
creetly retired be- 
hind a Watteau 
screen and took off- 
her clammy gar- 
ments. These were 
stretched before the 


blazing logs, and 


Tony, arrayed in a 
gorgeous dressing- 
gown of Smith's, 
joined her benefac- 
tor, when they sat 
down to await the 
drying-out process. 
She was very warm 
and comfortable with 
a pillow for her head 
and a hassock for her 
feet — delicately 
arched feet, with de- 
licious pink toes that 
wiggled in the fire- 
light. 

Then, because she 
had been drenched 
to the skin and was 
chilled to the bones, 
Smith fetched An- 
toinette a glass of 
champagne. 

“But, monsieur, | 
don’t drink wine— 
except on special oc- 
casions, perhaps,” 
(Continued on page 23) 
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MEXICAN: 
HOMESTEADER: 
up the barrels.” 


He Was a Faithful Student, 
Anyway 
The young man walked down 
the street with one shoe off and 
his coat turned inside out. A cop 


grabbed him and demanded: 
“What's the big idea?” 


“It's like this,” said the young 
man. “lm taking a course at a 
correspondence school, and yes- 
terday those darn sophomores 
wrote to me and told me to haze 
myself!” 

ORIGINAL 
Sign in an Eddyville, Ky., 
Restaurant 

“No checks cashed. We have 
arranged with the bank that we 
cash no. checks, and they sell no 
soup.” 

ORIGINAL 


Much to See 


DAVE: So you went under 
the table at the banquet before the 
ladies left the room? You must 
have been pretty drunk. 


TOM: Not drunk but curious. 


“You have one big load, Senor?” 


We Haven’t Seen this Testimonial 
Printed Yet 


“Fleecemans Yeast Co.: I ate 


four cakes of your famous yeast 
every morning, and finally some- 
thing seemed to set heavy on my 
stomach, and I coughed up what 
looked like three lead bullets. | 
thought I chewed up those tin-foil 
wrappers good, too.” 


Peane 


Prominent Members Of The American 
Uplift Society 


Drawn by Harvey Peake. 


“Yes, but that ain’t all of it. There’s another machine behind me bringin’ 


Drawn by Joseph Dash. 


Life in a California Bungalow 
Court 


6-7 a. m.—Baby next door 
takes morning lung exercise. 

7-12 a. m.—Somebody plays 
radio, ‘while hucksters call out 
their wares. 

12 a. m.-2 p. m.—Young lady 
practices vocal lesson. 

2-6 p. m.—More radio. 
hucksters. 

6-8 p. m.—Young man prac- 
tices on saxophone. 

8-1 a. m.—Radio rodeo. No 
two sets ever tuned in on the same 
station. 

1-2 a. m.—Baby takes more 
lung exercise. 


More 


2-6 a. m.—Man arrives home 
singing “Sweet Adeline.” Cat 
starts serenade. Man hears cat's 
howl, and thinks he has forgotten 
to shut off radio. His wife wakes 
up and mistaking him for a bur- 
glar fires off gun. The police ar- 
rive. Everybody gets up. 


But this never bothers me. 


I live in Urbana, Ohio. 
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Do You Remember ? 


O you remember 
(It seems long ago) 
When beer could be 
bought 


At five cents a throw? 

When whisky and gin 

Were two for a quarter 

(And nobody drank 

As much as they 
oughter?) : 

When free lunches stood 

At the end of each bar? 

And one never left 

Till he'd got his cigar? 

O bring back, please 
bring back 

Those old days to me— 

And chase Andy Vol- 
stead 

Plumb out in the Sea! 

Tie a big stone 

Around Andy’s neck, 

And serve me free 
lunches 

With real beer, 

By Heck! 


fan 


George A. Wright penned 
the sentiment but did not 


adorn it. 
Grissinger did that! 


ORIGINAL 


In Deshabille 


Little Jean, four years old, was watching the first 
moth she had ever seen. Asit flitted up the window 
curtain in. front of her, she cried out: 

“Oh Auntie!.. Here's a bug in its nightgown.” 


ORIGINAL 
Being Precise, As It Were 
RASTUS: “Ain't dat mule eber kicked yuh?” 
SAMBO: “Naw, chile, not yit; but he frequently 
kicks at de place whar Ah recently wuz.” 


ORIGINAL 
Reason Enough 
“What are you crying for, my lad?” 
“© "Cause father’s invented a new soap substitoot 


, . . 
an every time a customer comes in | get washed as 
an advertisement.” 


ORIGINAL 
Friendship Was More than Skin Deep 
Johnnie had been scolded for playing with a little 
colored boy of his acquaintance. One day while 
watching his mother pare potatoes, he said: 
“Mother, I like Arthur so much. Can't we peel 
him so | can play with him?” 


February 


Be; Yourself! She Musta Had 
. One of Her Own 

I sat in a corner with Nancy, chum of 
my childhood days, 

Who had charmed and awed me in 
the past, with her bashful, innocent 
ways; 

I put my arm around her—she blushed 
not, nor did she frown, 

But simply seized my hip-pocket flask 
and drank the contents down. 


Flora Monty Barber. 
ORIGINAL 


The Long and the Short of It 

OLD SKINFLINT IN GREASY 
SPOON LUNCHROOM: “What 
is this, waiter? There are no ber- 
ries in it and it looks as if it had 
fallen on the floor? Are those 
straws sticking out of it?” 

TOUGH WAITER: “Say, you 
asked for strawberry shortcake, 
didn’t you?” 

OLD SKINFLINT: “Yes, but 
I didn’t order short berry straw- 


cake.” 
ORIGINAL 
He Belonged with Humpty- 


Dumpty 
CHAUFFEUR (after accident) : 
“Are you hurt, my boy?” 
BUTCHER. BOY. (excitedly): 
“No, but I can't find my liver.” 


“Oh, Abe, I just thought of a good joke.” | 
“Get your mind off yourself a minute and listen to me.” 
Drawn by G. Bill, 


MR. JESTER ON 
THE JOB! 


| N olden times when they had court 

jesters these individuals were al- 
lowed much freedom and permitted to 
take liberties with their royal majesties 
which none other would dare. They 
were usually called fools, and crip- 
pled, though some were really very 
brilliant. 

One king had a jester who was a 
favorite throughout the kingdom and 
the king allowed him the run of the 
royal apartments. One afternoon the 
jester, passing through, found the king 


Life Is Cruel 
POLICEMAN: “What are you 
crying for, fellow?” 
HOBO: ‘Well, I just found a 
good recipe for home brew and | 
aint got no home!” 


ORIGINAL 
Sing a Song of Volstead! 


“Pop goes the weasel,” 
“Pop?” goes the bre»— 
Has this popularity 
Popped up for you? 
Get a pint of grape juice, 
Take a pull or two, 
Cork it very lightly— 
You're all through! 
Let it stand a few days, 
Don't stir it up— ` 
“POP!” goes the oldest noise 
Since Hec was a pup. 
You needn't be a chemist— 
You can be a hick; 
Thumb your nose at Volstead— 
You've got a kick! 
R. W. F. 
ORIGINAL 


Another Cohen Joke! 


It was a very cold day and 
Isaacs and Cohen had walked 
about four miles without either 
making a single remark. 

“Vy don't you say something?” 
said Cohen. 

“Freeze your own hands!” 
said Isaacs. 


AMERICA’S HUMOR 


in the royal bath; he was stooping in 
such a posture that the jester could not 
resist the temptation and placed a slap 
where he judged it would do the king 
the most good. 

To touch the sacred body of one 
endowed with the “divine right’ was 


ae i 


“lese majeste” indeed. The king 
called the guard and ordered the jester 
beheaded. A cry went up from all 
the court attendants and after much 
pleading the king lightened his punish- 
ment. 


He committed the jester to the dun- 
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geon for 24 hours. At the end of that 
time he would be allowed to apologize, 
and if he could make an apology 
which, while it would be a sincere 
apology, must contain an even worse 
insult than that committed, then he 
would be pardoned—otherwise, he 
would be beheaded. 

At the end of the 24 hours the en- 
tire court was assembled to hear the 
apology. The jester went forward, 
and bowing low to the king, with his 
hand on his heart, he said, “Sire, for- 
gine mel I thought it was the queen.” 


An original contribution signed 
Id-i-ah Tique, ornamen head, 
middle and foot by E. V. F. 


“My Gawd, the phone shervice 
is rotten in thish burg:” 
Drawn by George A. Walker. 


Faux Pas 

66 TIM, for God's sake look at 

J that woman over there.” 

“What woman, over where?" 

“Why that woman standing 
over there in the corner, with the 
green dress. God isn’t she a her- 
rible looking thing?” 

“You mean the one in the 
green dress?” 

“Yea, that's the one, —do you 
see her there?” 

“Why that's my wife.” 
o “Your wife? The one in the 
green dress?" 

“Yea, the one in the green 
dress." 

(Pause.) (And more pause.) 

“Well, Jim, allow me to con- 
gratulate you.” 

“How's that?” 

‘‘Huh,—you ought to see my 
wife.” 


ORIGINAL 

LOVE-SICK GIRL (talking to 
photograph) : Oh, o Jackie-boy, 
youre the dearest man there 
is. You're the most wonderful, 
the most perfect, the most 
thoughtful. What a dear you 
are! 

ROOMMATE: You'd better 
whisper those sweet nothings, 
Mildred, or the maid will be leav- 
ing shaving water at the door in 
the morning. 
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Febr wears 


Without Fear or Favor 


Elevating the Prize Fighting 
Profession 


ENUINE proficiency, and an honest desire to 
excel in any art for its own sake are rapidly 
disappearing. 
The master craftsman, usually half full of liquid 
cyclone starter and the cosmic urge of genius, was 
ordinarily an honest man when it came to the ques- 


tion of prostituting his special abilities. 


He might gouge his wife’s eyes out as a matter 
of playful recreation, and rob the toy banks of his 
neighbor's children under cover of night, but he 
guarded his talents as jealously as any simpering 


maid her virtue. 


That was one score on which he would not cheat. 
In those days artists died in garrets and prize 
fighters shuffled along into the great, beyond without 


the price of a barrel of beer to cheer their wakes. 


When old Dan'l Mendoza, Jakie Kilrain, and the 
famous John L. were in the business, any man who 
climbed into the same ring with them had his obitu- 
ary notice set up by the local paper in advance. 

Practically the only function of the referee was to 
see to it that the contestants stuck to the gloves and 
didn’t try any battering ram tactics with their heads 
and knees. 

When the lecture was over one man walked out 
of the ring, and roared out to the crowd that if there 
were any more rash bozos who wanted to talk to 
the birdies he would take them on in order, com- 
mencing next week. 

This sort of champion was unimpeachable in his 
devotion to his art and would cross the broken ice 
of the Delaware River on foot for a side bet of one 
hundred dollars and the privilege of hammering a 
loud-mouthed challenger into a shuddering mass of 
jelly. 


Nowadays a heavyweight tournament seems to 


be just an elimination contest for the selection of 
movie actors. 

In reality James Joseph Tunney exchanged em- 
braces with William Harrison Dempsey for the 
championship of the moving picture profession. 

Mr. Dempsey, who once possessed a pug nose and 
the pride in slaughter that makes the real champion 
bloody and admired, suddenly conceived the in- 
humanity of belting other gentlemen across the puss, 
and incidentally getting a few himself. 

The young man who once rode the rods and en- 
tered the squared circle with his whiskers half a foot 
long and glowering like a wolf that hasn't seen meat 
since Taft was president, began to frequent beauty 
parlors and learned how to emote. 

He passed from a great scrapper into a bum actor. 

Several hundred thousand suckers saw Mr. James 
Joseph Tunney, prima donna pride of Greenwich Vil- 
lage, jimmy away Mr. Dempsey’s crown from him 
in a typical moving picture love scene. 

Mr. Dempsey, who used to sock 'em where they 
were, sought continually to embrace Mr. Tunney, 
who being very coy and cautious, backed away 
continually, slapping Mr. Dempsey vigorously now 
and then. 

We don't blame Dempsey. Jack was through. 
His three years of horsing with the Hollywood kleig 
lights finished him long before he saw Mr. Tunney. 

With Dempsey bouncing along with one eye 
closed andthe other made of glass, and swinging 
away with all the judgment of a warped barn door 
in the wind, a real prize fighter would have sailed 
into him. Flatfooted Mr. Jack Johnson, old as he 
is, would have knocked W. Harrison three days’ 
ride away by aeroplane under like conditions. 

But Mr. Tunney, lofty gentleman and user of big 
words, took no chances. 

At one period there was a certain gory idealism 


(Continued on page 116) 
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Milton 


T yictures By 
Hal Rasmussen 


(Jt is an afternooft in the historical 
vear 2226 A. D., assttming that the 
future is as much a part of history as 
the past! John Dunn, the multi- 
millionaire head ‘ef a used-aeroplane 
trust, sits before a flat-topped desk in 
his private office. He is a slender, 
handsome man of about thirty-five, 
clean shaven and expensively dressed. 
On the opposite side of the desk, lean- 
ing toward the man appealingly, sits a 
very pretty girl, her modishly-dressed 
body obscuring his vision of the closed 
door opening to the outer office. She 
has wide, dreamy-blue eyes, baby- 
pink cheeks, and a quite captivating, 
red mouth. She has thexappearance 
of being very young and helpless.) 

Dunn: I’m awfully sorry, Miss 
Masters. I wish I could give you this position we are trying 
to fill, but—I can't hire anyone but men. 


Dunn (assuming the paternal pose and patting her arm 
flung out toward him on the desk): That all depends on 
Violet (gazing at him rapily): (Cant? You big, how’you look at it, little girl. I dare say you're old enough 


strong man, why can’t you? to do the work we require, but I—positively couldn’t hire 
Dunn (coloring): You see Mabel—she won't have it. you. 
She seems to think that I—that men clerks are best. One Violet (gazing at him with a suggestion of tears in her 
has to follow the wishes of one’s wife in some things. Of blue eyes): This morning I thought I just had to get work 
course I’d like to help you. You poor girl! You look today, but—(she gulps, then starts to rise wearily but 
so young to be having to hunt a position. bravely to her feet) I guess I can—can starve. 
Violet (defensively): I’m eighteen. That’s not so Dunn (taking her arm and pulling her down in the chair 
young, is it? again): Come now. It isn’t so bad as all that, is it? 


66 OU’VE read your history, 
haven’t -you?” said Dunn. “And 
if so, you must have heard of the 
Gold-Diggers who lived three cen- 
turies or more ago—in the 20th cen- 
tury to be exact?” 
“Y-e-s,” said the girl, “but I get 
them mixed up with Booze Hounds.” 


(He pushes a pad toward her.) Write your name and ad- 
dress down there and Il see what I can do for you with 
some other firm. 

“Violet (eagerly): You will? You lovely man. (She 
squeezes his hand warmly.) I could just love you to 
death! 

Dunn (nervously): Come now. (He pulls his hand 
free, and she starts to write on the pad. He gazes at her 
solicitously a moment, as if he wanted to cheer her up.) 
I want to show you something, little girl Maybe just 
seeing it will make you happy. 

_ Violet (looking up at him eagerly, pencil poised in her 
hand): Oh, what it is? 

(Dunn springs up from the desk, and crosses to a large 
safe against the wall opposite the outer door and close be- 
side another door leading into an inner room. He twirls 
the knob, opens a great door, and takes out a small, square 
mahogany box. Violet Masters finishes writing, then folds 
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Fletcher R.:Milton 


From an Etching by 


C. O. Longabaugh 
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her hands and gazes at the man raptly 

as he comes back. Her eyes fairly 

sparkle as he lays the box on the table 
and sits down before the desk.) 

Dunn (one hand laid over the box 
caressingly): It’s a very important 
find, little girl. 

Violet (greatly impressed): Yes, 

I’m sure it is. 

Dunn (beaming at her): You've read your history, 
haven’t you, my girl? You’ve heard of the Gold-Diggers 
of the twentieth century? 

Violet (doubtfully): Y-e-s. But I get them mixed up 
with Booze-Hounds. Booze-Hounds were a kind of Irish 
setter, weren’t they? 

Dunn (absenily): I suppose so. (He opens the box 
and lifts an object out with extreme care. He holds it up 
for the girl’s inspection—a silver-plated corkscrew. His 
eyes are bright with enthusiasm.) See that? 

Violet (staring): A curious article. What is it, Mr. 
Dunn? 

Dunn (excitedly): It’s the digger! The Gold-Digger’s 
digger! 

Violet (eyes wide with amazement): Oh, but it can’t 
be! That would be too simply gorgeous! 

Dunn (positively): It is! The Gold-Diggers, according 
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to the best authorities, were curious 
little creatures of the female sex who 
subsisted by digging for gold on 
wealthy men’s persons. History doesn’t 
say just where the gold was kept but 
likely in a leather purse worn about 
the waist. Such money-bags have been 
found to support this theory. Well, 
the Gold-Digger used the digger to 
bore through to the gold and so carry 
it away. 

Violet (gazing at the digger inter- 


estedly): Wonderful! You're a 
genius to know all 
that! (Longingly.) 


Can I—can I hold it 
in my hands a minute? 

Dunn ( generous- 
ly): Of course you 
can for a minute. But 
—don’t drop it! Dig. 
gers aren't found every 
day. 

(Violet takes the 
corkscrew from his 
fingers and, holding it 
up in her hand, looks 
at it covetously.) 

Violet: It's simply stunning! See 
the funny little twists in the blade! 
(She feels of the point.) It’s sharp, 
too. How did you-ever get such a 
gorgeous relic? 

Dunn (smiling at her as if pleased 
at her excitement): My wife bought 
it at a curio store. A bargain—only 
fifty thousand dollars! And probably 
not another like it in existence! She 
—she bought it for me as a wedding- 
anniversary present. Mabel knows 
how fond I am of such things. 

Violet: Oh, but my—I’d like to 
have it for my very own! (She looks 
at Dunn with melting appeal in her 
eyes.) Can’t I borrow it for a day? 
I'd like awfully to show it to Walter. 

Dunn: Who's Walter? 

Violet (blushing faintly): He’s 
my—that is—maybe—He’s a deep 
student of relics, too. Walter could 
tell you the exact era from which this 
came, and could give you a very good 
idea as to whether it was worth what 
your wife paid for it. Would you 
care to have an expert opinion like 
that? 

Dunn (hesitatingly): o Well— yes 
»—] would, But you see—Mabel 
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gave it to me herself, and—she 
mightn’t like to have me even loan it to 
anyone else—a wedding-anniversary 
present. But you—well—you come 
well vouched for, I'll admit. My 
friend Torkinson says you're quite to 
be trusted. So maybe— 


Violet (hopefully): o Yes—may- 
be? 
Dunn: You're just a child and be- 


sides she won't ever know. 


(He 


touches a button, and -a radio-clock 
gives forth the hour in minutes and 


A OneAct Pla 


seconds.) There. Run along with it, 
little girl, and be sure to take good 
care of it. I'll be mighty glad to have 
your friend’s opinion as to Mabel’s 
judgment on relics. Hurry, because 
I’m expecting my wife any minute, and 
she— Come back this time tomorrow, 
Miss Masters. Give my regards to 
Torkinson when you see him next. 


(Violet runs to the door, blows him 
a kiss, and exits into the outer office. 
Dunn gazes after her dreamily. He 
is still gazing vacant-eyed at the door 
when it opens again and Mabel, his 
wife, enters. She is a slender beau- 
tifully gowned woman of proud 
haughty face. She surveys the room 
critically with dark eyes, then looks at 
Dunn sharply.) 


Mabel: What’re you staring at? 


Dunn (rising hastily): Nothing at 
all, my dear. Sit down. 
Mabel: Huh! (She sits down 


gingerly on the edge of the chair 
which Violet has just vacated. She 
gazes at her husband, who has dropped 
back in his chair again, as if he were 
a strange animal which she could not 
quite make out.) I met a girl going 
out—a very pretty girl. 

Dunn (soothingly): Not 


very 
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pretty. She tried to sell me a broken- 
down lot of flivver aeroplanes. 
Nothing doing! 

Mabel (in a voice with an edge): 
And I saw she had something in -her 
hand, staring at it like one entranced. 
I would have sworn that it was the— 
the— 

Dunn (nervously): An engage- 
ment ring, no doubt. The girls will 
persist in getting married. 

Mabel (accusingly) : 
the—the digger! 


No. It was 


Dunn: The digger? 
Oh, come now, my 
dear. 


Mabel (glaring): 
It was! The Gold- 
Digger's digger! I 


would almost swear it 
was! I gave it to you 
as a wedding-anni- 
versary present, and 
you give it away to 
the first pretty girl you 
meet! 

Dunn: Now, now, 
my dear. You're mistaken. You've 
let your eyes deceive you. You know 
I wouldn’t give away a present given 
me by my sweet little wife! 

(He pats her arm affectionately. 
She pulls her arm away.) 

Mabel: Then, if I didn’t see that 
girl with it, where is the digger? Let 
me see it! Don't tell me you've lost 
it! 


Dunn (hesitating): Of course, | 
wouldn’t lose it. To be sure I'd guard 
against that. But—the safe here isn’t 
very strong, so—I put it in the vault 
at the bank this morning. Sure I did. 
Now, my dear, admit that your eyes 
deceived you. For how could the 
digger get in a girl’s hand when it’s 
locked up in the bank? 

Mabel (suspiciously) : 
see it. 


I want to 


Dunn (placatingly): I'll bring it 
out to the house with me tonight. 

Mabel: I want to see it now. I 
want to be sure that you don't see that 
girl and get it back from her. I al- 
most believe you're a rogue, John 
Dunn. If you are—I’ll sue you for 
divorce and ten thousand a month ali- 
mony! 

(Continued on page 49) 


TIRED FATHER (at wit’s end): 
‘Sleep, baby, sleep’, will you, please?” 


Mother Goose Is Different 
Nowadays 

Sing a song of expense; 

Feeling mighty dry; 
Ask for a prescription 

To buy a quart of rye. 
And when the rye is opened, 

You find it is home brew — 
Now isn’t that a dirty trick 

For druggist guys to do? 

Wm. M. Wiley. 
ORIGINAL 
The Financier 

The judge gazed with horrified 
wonder at the accused murderer. 

“Do you mean to tell me,” he 
asked indignantly, “that you 
killed this poor old woman for 
the paltry sum of $3?” 

“Well, yer know how it is, Yer 
Honor, tree smacks here, and 
t'ree smacks dere; it soon counts 


up. 
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Request George Basshorne to sing 


Drawn by S. Francis Kauffman. 


They Improve 
SCOTSMAN emigrated to 
Chicago. At first he couldn't 

understand the language, but in 
a short time it got to seem all 
right. As his job was a good one, 
the Scotsman sent for his wife. 
She said on her arrival: 


“Gesh, Dugald, how queer the 
folk talk here!” 


“Hoot,” says Dugald, “they 
talk all right now. Ye should ha' 


heard 'em three months ago.” 
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Which Was Right? 

A woman in a crowded church 
spoke to some one in a pew. 
“Pardon me, but you are ocupew- 
ing my pie.” The seated one 
said, “Excuse me, but I was sown 
into this sheat.” 


Another Gladstone Story 


One day Mrs. Gladstone was 
discussing with some ladies a 
knotty problem, while her hus- 
band was busy in his study up- 
stairs. 

As the discussion proceeded 
one of the ladies exclaimed with 
a sigh: 

“Well, there is One above who 
knows it all.” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Gladstone, 
“William will be down in a min- 
ute and he will tell us all about 
iE 

» E 
ORIGINAL 
Boardwalk Talk—1927 

“What's that lying over there 
on the boardwalk?” 

“I can't see whether it's a girl's 
bathing suit, or just a fancy cigar 


band.” 
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Our own little movie proves that Pro- 
fessor Par’s demonstration of his famous 
boomerang golf ball was a knockout! 

Drawn by J. E. Bryant. 


Obeying Orders 

It must be admitted that we have all been: 
tempted to change orders when they seemed un- 
reasonable to us. However, it is best to follow them 
to the letter; otherwise we may get ourselves into 
trouble. i 

One of the most popular ministers we know is 
pastor of an Italian church. This good chap was 
going to have one of his boys christened, but he 
faced a problem. : 
“Will you pleesa nama my babe same as I give 
ya?” l 

“Tony, why do you make such a request?” asked 
the parson. 

“Wella, ya see—it's a lika dis. My first boy | 
tells ya | wanta heem nama ‘Tom’ and ya chris'nd 
heem ‘Thomass. ” Now, I wanta dis name ‘Jack’ 


and no wanta heem name ‘Jackass.’ ” 


Little Rock Gazette. 
% e g 


And Nothing Else But! 


A slight variance from the old story of the man 
who cut two holes in his door—a big one for the old 
mother cat and a little one for the kitten—is told 
on Sam Ross. Sam cut four holes in a door, one 
for each of his Krazy Kats. When asked why one 
hole wouldn’t have been sufficient for all the cats; 
Sam replied: “Brother, when I says ‘SCAT’ I 


means scat!” 
The Progressive Grocer. 
% % $ 


Presence of Mind 

During the World War one of the great steam- 
ships that was used as a transport for soldiers was ` 
on her way across when a torpedo boat was sighted. 
İn anticipation of the danger they were in, all on 
board were lined up on deck. 

There was a deadly hush for an instant, when 
suddenly from down the line a colored man’s voice 
rang out: “İs dar ennybody heah dat wants to buy 
a gold watch and chain?” 


The Continent. 
% % $ 


It Looked That Way 


An old countrywoman who was enjoying the 
sights of the River Mersey from the Liverpool land- 


ing stage said to a bystander: ‘‘Yon’s a funny 
ship.” 

“That's not a ship,” was the response; 'its a 
dredger.” 


“Well,” said the old lady, watching intently, 
“The men down below filling the buckets ought to 


get good wages.” 
Liverpool Weekly Courier. 
P XX & i 


The Desperate Appeal 
The following sign appeåred recently on a Scottish 
golf course: ‘‘Members will refrain from picking up 


lost balls until they have stopped rolling.” 
Chicago Ledger, 
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GREAT CONSTERNATION IN WRIGLEY BALL PARK, CHICAGO 


Gone But— 
Here lies my wife, Sofia Proctor 
She ketched a cold and wouldn't doc- 
tor, 
She couldn’t stay, she had to go, 
Praise God from whom all blessings 


flow. 


Siebert Johnson. 
ORIGINAL 
They Should Have Given Him an 
An-Ass-Thetic! 
DOCTOR: “How did that 
fellow get along—the one whom 
I fixed up with the mule glands?” 
NURSE: “He kicked himself 
to death.” 
ORIGINAL 
New Tables For Liguid Measure 
3  dollars—!| pint. 
117 pints—i quart. 
guarts— | gallon. 


gallons— | party. 
parties—1I doctor's bill. 
doctor's bills—1 bank- 


bankruptcies—1I reform. 
reforms—1 grouch. 
grouches—1I backsliding. 
3 backslidings—l new 


3 

2 

3 
ruptcy. 

2 

2 

2 


Drawn by George A. Walker. 


Rudolph Hutt Says 
Chicago may be the wickedest 
town in the United States. But the 
time I was there, the toughest 
place I saw looked like Sunday 
morning in Memphis. 


CUSTOMER: 
BUTCHER: 
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An Oily-Tongued Oriental 
There was a Chinese from Milwaukee, 
Who did abs’ lutely nothing but talkee; 
When he got on the train 
Without a cent to his name, 

The conductor said, “Get off and 
walkee.”” 
Henry H. Graham. 


ORIGINAL 


Identification 
“Well, well,” exclaimed Smith, 


“if it isn't my old college chum. 
Shake!” } 
**Hel-lo!"" burst out Jones, a 
look of recognition bursting on his 
face. ‘Gee, its been a long time 
since I've seen you.” 

“About fifteen years,” an- 
swered Smith. *Whatre you 
doing now?” 

“Advertising business,” replied 
Jones. “What's your line?” 

“Just traveling around,” was 
the rejoinder. “Say, remember 
that time four of us tied the goat 
in the professor's bedroom, Bill?” 

“You must have forgotten my 
name,” asserted Jones. “Any- 
way, its been along time, Walter, 
since —" 


“Whoa,” interrupted Smith, 
“my name’s not Walter.” 

“Tt isn't!’ ejaculated Jones. 
“Oh, I see it all now. We're 


those other two fellows.” 


“Is that fish fresh?” 
“Iss he fresh, lady? Say, dot fish iss so fresh dot he 


insults efery young voman vot comes in der store.” 


Drawn by C. W. Eggers. 
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HIS sad and tragic history began thus: 
three persons were standing in vari- 


) ous poses and carrying on an animated 
conversation on the sixth floor of a large stone 
house. 

The woman, with plump, beautiful arms, 


was crying, and in the intervals between sobs 
she was saying: 


“Oh, John! I swear to you I’m not guilty 
of anything wrong! He set my head in a 
whirl, and I thought I loved him, but I really 
didn’t and A 

One: of the men, still in his hat and over- 
coat, was gesticulating wildly and speaking re- 
proachfully to the third person in the room: 

“Scoundrel! I’m going to show you right 
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now that you will perish like a cur for making 
love to my wife and the law will be on my side! 
You shall pay for this meek martyr! You 
reptile! You base tempter!” 

The third in this room was a young man 
who bore himself with great dignity neverthe- 
less. 

“I? Why, I have done nothing—I ” he 
protested, gazing sadly into an empty corner 
of the room. 

“You haven’t? 
drel!” 

The powerful man in the overcoat flung 
open the window giving out upon the street, 
gathered the young man who was now very 
perturbed, into his arms, and threw him 


Take this, then, you scoun- 


Finding himself in the air, the young man 
bashfully straightened his vest, and whispered 
to himself in consolation: 

“Never mind! Our failures merely serve to 
harden us!” 

And he kept on flying downwards. 

He had not yet had time to reach the next— 
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the fifth—floor in his flight when a 
deep sigh issued from his breast. 


A recollection of the woman whom 
he had just left poisoned with its bit- 
terness all the delight in the sensation 
of flying. 

“My God!” thought the young 
man. “Why, I loved her! And she 
could not find the courage even to con- 
fess to her husband that she loved me. 
God be with her! Now I can feel 
that she is distant, and indifferent to 


me. 


With this last thought he had al- 
ready reached the fifth floor, and fly- 


ing past a window he looked in, 


prompted by curiosity. 

A young student was sitting reading 
a book at a lop-sided table, his head 
propped up by his hands. 

Seeing him, the young man who 
was flying past recalled his life; recol- 
lected that heretofore he had passed 
all his days in worldly distractions, 
forgetful of science and books; and he 
felt drawn to the light of knowledge, 
to the discovery of Nature’s mysteries 
with a searching mind; drawn to ad- 
miration before the genius of the great 
masters of words. 

“Dear, beloved student!” he want- 
ed to cry out to the reader, “you have 
awakened within me all the dormant 
aspirations, and cured me of the empty 
infatuation with the vanities of life, 
which have led me to such a grievous 
disenchantment on the sixth floor . 


But not wishing to distract the stu- 
dent from his studies, the young man 
did not cry out, but flew down to the 
fourth floor, and here his thoughts took 
another direction. 

His heart contracted with a strange 
sweet pain, while his head grew dizzy 
from delight and admiration. 

A young woman was sitting at the 
window of the fourth floor, and, with 
a sewing machine before her, was at 
work upon something. 

But her beautiful white hands had 
forgotten about work at the present 
moment, and her eyes—blue as corn- 
flowers—were afar off, sad and 
dreamy. 3 

The young man could not take his 


(Continued on page 81) 


very angry, monsieur. 
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she told him dubiously. 
“This is a very special occasion, 
mademoiselle,” Smith assured 


her. 


“Oh!” murmured Tony, almost 
apologetically and raised the glass 
to her lips. 

“Do you know,” asked the 
young man quite seriously, “that 
you are the most beautiful crea- 
ture in the world?” 


“Oh, no! I prefer golden 
hair,” she retorted, and then 
blushed because he was so very 
fair. 

“And I prefer dark, heavy hair 
which reminds me of the starless 
night,” Smith maintained. “I 
wonder if you would be very 
angry if |. were to kiss you, 
mademoiselle?” 

“I don't know,” returned An- 
toinette thoughtfully. “Should I 
be very angry?” 

“See for yourself,” he said, and 
kissed her warmly. 


HUMOR 


ONY looked at him through 
a little haze. “No,” she de- 
cided at last; “I guess I'm not 
You see,” 
she added with delightful candor, 
“my experience when it comes to 
kissing is not very great. My 
grandmother pecks at my cheek 
like a parrot with a very long 
beak. Maman will do, but my 
father again gazes thoughtfully 
over my head when he stoops to 
kiss me on the brow, as if he 
wished that I were someone else. 
You, monsieur, are another thing 
again.” 
“Thank you,” he murmured. 
Somewhere a clock struck three 
and Antoinette started guiltily. 
“I must go home,” 
tured, appealing to him. 
“And that home is—?” 
“Please do not ask me, mon- 
sieur. I have been very indiscreet 
and I shall pay for my rashness 
if not in this world, then in the 


she ven- 


“next. I know that, yet it cannet 


be helped. I will admit to you 
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that I found my maid's card which 
she dropped and went to the ball 
because—because I may never 
have another chance to laugh and 
dance. Monsieur doesn't under- 
stand, but shortly I am to go to 
live in the country, shut up winter 
and summer, like a mole.” 

Smith gazed at her, aghast. 
“Then you are to enter a con- 
vent?” He shook his head sadly. 
“Ah, my dear, what a lifel So 
different even from that in a mon- 
astery—” He pointed out of his 
window across the dark, narrow 
areaway. ‘They are jolly good 
fellows, all of them, over there in 
yonder monastery of St. Albans, 
and the jolliest of all, Father Dupin, 
lives in that tiny cell whose dark 
window lies across the way from 
But a convent— For you 
—!” He shook his head again. 

“If that were it!” She laughed 
quite merrily. “No, I am going 
to be married, monsieur. So | 
crept away first—for one peep at 
the world | shall never see again. 
But you must ask me nothing 
more, for I cannot tell you. If, 
however, I could carry with me 
the memory of one more kiss that 
was neither a peck nor a dutiful 
salute, but something deep and 
warm and stirring—"’ 

Though a gentleman, Smith 
hastened to comply with her 
wishes. He had caught his breath 
for the fifth or maybe sixth time 
when a loud knocking at the door 
made him lift his head with a 
muttered oath. 

The knocking continued, 
enough to raise the dead in Pere- 
la-Chaise, and there were inter- 
spersed high feminine giggles and 
a deep masculine voice which 
Smith recognized. First cautioning 
silence he led Antoinette to the 
screen and placing her behind it, 
whispered for her to remain there 
until the coast was clear. Then 
he opened the door. 

The Marquis Dessaix squeezed 
through the portal with a dancing 
creature in fluffy skirts and yellow 
head on either arm. Only be- 
cause he was in such a good 

(Continued on page 44) 


PAGE 24 


HE public is only too well aware of the extraor- 
dinary reticence of English authors who visit 
this country to bask in our sunshine and make 
friends with our citi- 
zens. As everyone 
knows, the dignity of 
English letters is so 
real a thing to them 
that they will go to 
the greatest lengths to 
avoid creating the im- 
pression that they 
have come here to 
make money. They 
avoid the society of 
celebrities who would 
tend to call attention 
to them, steadfastly 
refusing to be inter- 
viewed or to permit 
anything whatsover 
to be printed about 
them, turning down 
large lecture contracts as well as movie contracts, 
and avoiding sensational statements. 

As one of the few men in the country who have 
ever interviewed an English author for the press, 
I have, as you might 
say, a story to tell. 

I shall never forget 
the day when the 
news came into the 
newspaper office that 
Montague M. Mont- 


This, folks, is a picture of H. G. 
Wells himself, the famous English 
author, only our staff artist had a 
little too much time on his. hands 
and so facetiously dolled up the 
very British Mr. Wells with a 
pair of American tortoiseshell specs, 
a Bolshevik beard, a Frenchman’s 
mustache and a few other orna- 
ments. The original photo by 
Underwood and Underwood. Here’s 
hoping they recognize it! 


morency had con- 
sented to be inter- 
viewed. There had 


been long weeks of 
discouragement while 
he was holding out. 
That it was Mont- 
morency who con- 


busy corner 
sented and not a 


ottle. 
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the Tenli Authot/ ; 


` The Month’s Best Journalistic Satire; by 
Arrangement with the New Yorker. 


in vain. 


Gaze on this gom of activity, teeming with workers. 


the New York Blade's edito 
m ort has ne spread that somebody out in t 


HUMOR 


February 


a | Tİ a if 


| LE 


ii 
Z1) F] ZE eh 


lesser man, made it all the more unbelieveable— 
Montmorency (the name is pronounced in England 
as if spelled Munsie), creator of Shem, Ham and 
Japheth, the story of the love of triplets, the man 
who made the name of John Smith familiar in the 
drawing rooms and bowling alleys of every English 
household, the man who wrote “The Pants Pocket.” 
The Editor-in- 
Chief had been 
working personally 
on the case for al- . 
most a month, try- 
ing every dodge , 
that has ever been 
used upon English 
authors to per- 
suade them to be 
interviewed. Every 
employee of the 
great daily bought 
a ‘copy of “The 


No. this isn’t Lenine or Trotzky. 
This is Michael Arlen, the English 
author who wrote “The Green Hat” 
h (only one of our staff artists with 


Pants Pocket,” the 
book, you will re- 
member, that broke 
the back of the 
Coalition Movement the day it was published; but 
And then one day the Editor suddenly 
appeared in the com- 
posing room, a smile 
of triumph on his lips. 
“Got him!” he said 
quietly. 

For an instant no 
one moved and then 
pandemonium broke 
loose and every man 
threw his hat in the 
air. “You mean he 
has consented to be 
interviewed?” gasped 
the chief composer. 

The Editor nodded ; 


(Continued on page 125) 


a brush and paintpot has turned 
Michael into a combination Russo- 
Yank). But Michael’s smile per- 
sists through all the alterations. 
He’s thinking of the tremendous 
royalties on his books and plays. 


This is a 
offices; just after the 
composing room has 
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China-Boy Chuckles 


Translated for America’s Humor from the 
Comic Weeklies of China by Thomas Tai Wong 


One of the Chino-English 


e ; » Heung Lo Hong believed in 
banking institutions in Shang- 


American medicine, as, living 


A 
= 


AMY Fa: So 


Poan Yah ono IIB 
Ep WokN RSPR 


a 
< 


\ At eh SRS 
Son > 


= 


s 
1 


Ka 


N 


m 
Ja 


oF Fe 


į 


de 


oR 


E 


oog R > Et Eoo 
SİON REMEK 


NEZ 
SHE} 


hai, which we may for the lit- 
erary purposes merely of these 
Chinese Boy Chucklings desig- 
mate as the Bank of Nanking 
and Shanghai, does, like all 
other banks on the Chinese 
coast, render loans to good ac- 
counts id. est. to tradesmen who 
have stable and flourishing busi- 
nesses. A Chinese named Tsi 
Fu who had such a most flour- 
ishing business on Nagasaki 
street dealing in the grain-col- 
ored Indian cats, Chow dogs, 
and various parrots and cocka- 
toos much in demand by man- 
darins and visiting Americans, 
had an obligatory note coming 
due, the amount of which was 
1000 yen. The day the said 
note became officially obligatory, 
he called at the bank, dis- 
mounted from his riksha, saw 
the President, a ruddy-faced 
Englishander, and told the latter 
that he was, indeed, sorry, but 
he could not meet the obligatory 
note. The Englishander Presi- 
dent was shocked, and gave Mr. 
Tsi Fu a figurative dragging of 
the body over hot coals, tell- 
ing him the rules and regula- 
tory precepts of all banks, etc. 
He ended the conversation by 
saying sternly: “Have you ever 
been in the banking business, 
Mr. Tsi Fu?” “No, most es- 
teemed financeer,” said Tsi Fu, 
and added to the Englishander 
President: “Have you ever been 
in the business of dealing in 
India cats, Chow dogs and paro- 
keets ?” The President said 
“No.” “Ah,” said Tsi Fu aris- 
ing, “thou wilt be in the morn- 


ing.” 
Shanghai Chat 


“You should advantage your- 
self,” said Chang Yen, a farm- 
er on the outskirts of Peking, 
to his friend Gow Fai, “of this 
thing called insurance which the 
amiable British company with 
the tall cloud-tickling building 
on Man Chei street is issuing. 
They give a crisp paper called 
a policy and you are then in- 
sured. If you suffer loss they 
endure same. Take me as a 
pattern. I have two such 
papers. I have insured my 
farm against fire and my crops 
against hail.” 

“T can understand the fire in- 
surance,” said his friend Gow 
Fai, “but hail—my friend—how 
can you make it hail?” 

Tze and Tza 


Two Chinese vagabonds were 
wont to lie in the sun on the 
docks of Hong Kong, occasion- 
ally rendering paid assistance 
in deloading one of the Amer- 
ican or Australian liners, but 
mostly inebriated on rice wine 
and telling lies which caused 
even Buddha to frown. 

Said one, this day: “When I 
was in Mandalay, I saw an In- 
dian heiling from Delhi who 
was so black that I had to light 
a tallow candle to see him in 
the broad light of day.” | 

Said the other yawning: 
“When I was in Formosa, 
lived in the house of a For- 
mosan who was so thin that 
he had to enter the house twice 
before he became visible.” 
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in his youthful years in the 
back plains of China, he had 
seen too much death and sick- 
ness ensuing from insanitation 
and native superstitions. So, 
too, did his wife, Mrs. Heung Lo 
Hong. He was this day by 
himself consulting the American 
doctor, who had long resided in 
Canton for twenty years. 

“Now, doctor,” said Heung 
Lo Hong earnestly in his own 
native tongue, “do not frighten 
me by giving my illness an un- 
intelligible American name. Just 
inform to me what is it in plain 
Chinese.” 

“Well friend Heung,” said the 
doctor in fluent Chinese, of 
which he was master, ‘‘to be 
frank, you are suffering from 
laziness.” 

“Thank you, doctor,” was 
Heung Lo Hong’s reply. “And 
now will you give me the un- 
intelligible American name so 
that I can inform same to Mrs. 
Heung Lo Hong.” 


Canton Press 


The huge steamer boat cross- 
ing the Yellow Sea from the 
port of Wei-Hai-Wai to Seul 
was sinking. The captain, Feng 
Hu, a forbidding man with 
great mustaches, summoned the 
befrightened passengers together. 

“Who amongst thee, if any,” 
he inquired, “might be an or- 
dained priest of any temple of 
Buddha, and who thus can offer 
up a prayer to Buddha him- 
self ?” 

“I am such,” said an unob- 
trusive roundfaced shaven- 
headed passenger. “I can offer 
such prayer.” 

“Then do so, honorable and 
heaven-blessed holy man,” or- 
dered the captain. ““The rest of 
thee envelope thyselves in the 
life preservers; we are one such 


short.” 
The Whei 


Young Mr. and Mrs. Lei had 
been quarreling, as is a fre- 
quent unhappy defect in the 
evolutionary adjustment of the 
early days of marital existence, 
and the fair O Tsura Lei had 
retreated into her room in their 
mutual domicile on the outskirts 
of Shanghai, slamming behind 
her the door and maintaining 
the audib'e sniffle which accom- 
panies all lamentation. After 
a quarter hour had elapsed, she 
summoned her maid, Nima Yun, 
and inquired: 

“Is my honorable husband 
still in his room?” 

“Yes, beauteous pearl of 
Shanghai and mistress of the 
domicile. He is.” x 

“Then sit thou here, Nima, 
and weep for a few minutes. I 
am so tired I must fain take a 
little rest.” , 

The Shan of China 
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A Sad, Sad Story Out of 
Dead Man’s Gulch 


She was a fragile, pampered city reed; he a 
husky bunch of cactus from Dead Man’s Gulch. 
She gave her order; he followed. Said she: 

“Oh, waitah; bring me a half cup of coffee as 
mild and fragrant as the morning breeze, with the 
tiniest bit of sugar therein. Also a drop of cream 
from an innoculated bovine which is kept in sani- 
tary pastures. Add to my order the tender wing 
of a spring, female chick, served with a dainty 
morsel of lettuce; a dessert-spoonful of your fam- 
ous gravy on a quarter slice of the Staff of Life 
as light as the foam of the sea. Then, lastly, I 
desire but three puffs from an Osiris-Egyptian 
cigarette, dipped in Madeira wine,—and say, 
waitah,—what ill-appearing specimen of near- 
manhood might that be sitting ovah thereh?” 

“Waiter! You damn sample of illegitimate 
Simian ancestry; tote me out a powder-keg full 
of Java as hot as galvanized hell and boiled over 
a volcano with a lump of sweetenin’ in it as big as 
a horse-apple. Throw in it a snort of clabber from 
a lame cow sixty-five years old that has been fed 
all winter on excelsior and gimpson-weed; and 
bring with that, the left hind leg of a flea-bitten 
old hen that died with the cholera, cooked over a 
fire of old socks and served on a bale of crab-grass 
hay. Add to my order about a gallon of Naptha 
oil poured over a pone of stale cornbread, and 
lastly fetch me an asbestos stogie dipped in vine- 
gar and turpentine. And say, waiter; what red- 
headed, sore-eyed old dame from Chicago, is that 
cocked up over there?” 7 Re ge di 
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Passing of Barba 


Famous Poem, 
bf Rodney North 


HE range boss grinned as he And while he rusl'da bottle or two 
slipped me a pass Of the essence of barleycorn, 
To his midnight necktie show; With which we all might irrigate 
“Come on,” said he, “we want a scribe Our nerve for the dismal morn— 
So all them papers will know.” 
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Poor Tim and I had a midnight chat 
A wandering scribbler far from home, As cheerful as ever could ‘be, 
I trembled in my boots; For Tim had something on his chest 
But no one slacks on Coulee Flat, And he lifted the lid for me: 
Where a man is known as he 
shoots. “Them vigilantes sure do go 
When once they start to move; 
I went along as a critic cold They got the goods on me all right, 
To watch a rope go tight, An’ it’s wastin’ time to prove. 
There in that plan of man to man, 
Where a life for a life is right. “T’ve lived a bit—I got no kick; 
‘Don’t steal—don’t squeal’—is the 
This Tim had seen some better days way; 
And some nights that will never But who the h— is the hangin’ sharp 
grow cold, z That fixes the time of day? 
wil But finally landed behind the bars 
For beaning a guy for his gold. “Some things just nacherly strike a 
man wrong, 
So along about 12 on the night of An’ he wonders who lets ’em go 
the show. free, 3 i 
The range boss tipped me a wink Such as drinkin’ with poker or wed- 
That plainly said: “You interview din’s at noon, 
him, Or this business of hangin’ at 3. 


While I go fish for a drink.” 
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“From the quarter-deck of a spotted 
hoss 
T’ll navigate to my God, 
An’ you'll plant me under a sagebrush 
plant 
Instead of my native sod— 
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No Change as Far as She Could 
See 

Martha had been naughty, so 
naughty that the punishment had 
been severe. Martha thought it 
too severe, and decided to run 
away where people were not so 
unjust, unreasonable and cruel. 
She remained away from home 
three hours, then the pangs of 
homesickness overcame her and 
she came back. To her great sur- 
prise there was no demonstration 
over her return, everyone had 
been so busy and had not missed 
her. Martha felt something must 
be said, so in order to attract at- 
tention to her return she re- 
marked, “Well, I see you got the 


same old cat yet.” 


The Cat Review. 
$ $ % 


Too Accessible to Be Real 

CITY URCHIN (in the country 
for the first time)—This is just like 
grass, aint it? 

LITTLE FRIEND—Why, it is 
grass, Jimmie. 
-© URCHIN—No, it ain't, 'cos yer 
“don't have to keep off it. 


Boston Transcript. 
$ $ $ > 


The Evidence Was All In 
WIFE—Why did they turn you 
out of the club at 10 o'clock last 
night, my dear? What had you 
been doing? 


HUSBAND —What 


are you 
talking about? Someone has 
been telling you lies! Why, I was 


still staying playing cards there at 
three o'clock! 

WIFE—Oh; now I know what 
time you came home this: morn- 
ing! 

Jugend (Germany). 
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Point of View 
The famous Mr. and Mrs. Fred 


Stone are exceedingly proud. of 
their three lovely daughters. An 
admirer of the comedian was talk- 
ing about the family “back stage” 
a few days ago. “Have you 
nothing but girls?” the man in- 
quired. 

“Nothing but girls?” replied 
Stone. “Why, man alive, we have 


everything but boys!” 


Theatreland. 
$ $ * 


No Disqualification 

“My Lord, I desire to be ex- 
cused from jury service.” 

“Why?” asked the judge. 

“Because I can only hear with 
one car.” 

“Oh, you'll do,” replied his 
lordship. “We only hear one side 


of a case at a time.” 
Ideas (London). 


Drawn by Lance Mâttinson. 


An Irreparable Loss 
Sandy Mcintosh had just re- 
turned from a trip to the old coun- 
try. 
“Ye promised us,” said his 
youngest son sadly, “that ye'd 


“send us a penny postcard frae 


Edinburgh, faither, and ye didna 
do so.” 

“Aye,” admitted Sandy, ‘‘and 
it was ma ain fault, lad. I went 


and lost it.” 


American Legion Weekly. 
$ *% 


He Had No Illusions 
DINER—Waiter, let me see, | 


ordered a tenderloin steak here 
yesterday, didn’t I? 
WAITER—Yes, sir, you did. 
Will you have the same again to- 
day, sir> 
DINER— Well, if nobody else 


is using it I may as well. 
Boston Transcript. 
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(SAILOR, SHIPWRECKED AND LISTENING-IN) 


WIRELESS, ANNQUNCER: 


“We are now going to have an 


interesting lecture by Dr. Pills, on ‘The Evils of Over-eating, ” 


` Aussi Magazine. 
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THE LADY COMEDIAN: “Now tell me, 
Juniper, why did you inform that reporter that you 
were robbed of a hundred dollars when you had 
only sixty cents on you?” 


THE GENT COMEDIAN: “I was after re- 
venge, Ermintrude. I wanted that holdup man to 
get in trouble with his wife.” ; 


Drawn by Verna Hutto; | 
Lines by the Moscow Kid. 
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The Young Man 
Who Flew Down 


(Continued from page 23) 
eyes away from this vision, and some 
new feeling, great and mighty, spread 
and grew in his heart. 

And he understood that all his 
former encounters with women had 
been no more than empty infatuations, 
and that only now he understood that 
strange, mysterious word—Love. 

And he was attracted to the quiet, 
domestic life; to the endearments of a 
being beloved beyond words; to a 
smiling existence, joyous and peaceful. 

The next story, past which he was 
flying at the present moment, confirmed 
him still more in his inclination. 

In the window of the third floor he 
saw a mother, who, singing a quiet 
lullaby and laughing, was bouncing a 
plump, smiling baby; love, and a kind, 
motherly pride were sparkling in her 
eyes. 

“I, too, want to marry the girl on 
the fourth floor, and have just such 
rosy, plump children as the one on the 
third floor,” thought the young man, 
“and I would devote myself entirely to 
my family and find my happiness in 
this self sacrifice.” 

But the second floor was now ap- 
proaching. And the picture which the 
young man saw in the window of this 
story forced his heart to contract again. 

A man with disheveled hair and 
wandering gaze was seated at a 
luxurious writing table. He was look- 
ing at a photograph before him; at the 
same time, he was writing with his 
right hand, and holding a revolver in 
his left pressmg its muzzle to his 
temple. i 

‘Stop, madman!” the young man 
wanted to cry, “Life is so beautiful!” 

But some instinctive feeling re- 
strained him. 

The luxurious appointments of the 
room, its richness and comfort, led the 
young man to reflect that there is some- 
thing else in life which could disrupt 
even all this comfort and contentment, 
and the family; something of the ut- 
most potency—mighty, terrific. . . . 

“What can this be?” he wondered 
with a heavy heart. And, as if on 
purpose, Life gave him a harsh, un- 

(Continued on page 121) 
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A Fey 


Out of Tune 


A duet between two noblemen, 
one of them her husband, has 
culminated in the suicide of the 
beautiful Baroness Klinger in the 
baronial castle at Raab, Lewer, 


Austria. 
Providence (R. I.) Chronicle. 


% e & 


The Wonders of Mechanics 


We desire to thank our friends 
for the kindness shown us in our 
sad bereavement, for the beauti- 
ful floral offerings and especially 
the ones that sang. 


Mr. and Mrs. Von B. 
Beagleville (Tex.) Beacon. 
$ $ % 


The Triumph of the Tongue 

Ruby Woods has had a time 
with a number of boils which per- 
sist in coming on his chin and 
cheek, but it looks like he has 


them licked at this time. 


Adv. Correspondence, Weeping Water, 
(Nebr.) Republican. 


Ae 


Dog Returned—Regardless of 
Spelling! 
Lost or run away—one liver 
colored bird dog called Jim. Will 
show signs of hydrofobby in 


about three days. 
Bellville (Mo.) Truth. 


Sey e 


Help! Nurse! 

FOR SALE—Good all modern 
5-room house on S. 15th St, 
priced right; also child's ivory 
bed, incubator and brooder coop. 


Phone 2063. 


Decatur (IN.) Herald. 


weakly paper. 


A Tough Time 
Mrs. Grace Spitz returned to 
her home in Mattoon Sunday after 
caring for Mrs. Henry Carlyle for 
the past month. Mrs. Carlyle is 


now able to sit up. 


Mattoon (Ill.) Daily Jr. Gazette and 
Com. Star. 


9S cs 


Baked Chestnuts, Eh? 
The puns should then be baked 


in a quick oven. . 
Woman's World. 


k ok * 
Hunting a Song? 
Although it was now three 
weeks since she had sent for the 
plumber to attend to the bath- 
room and sing in the kitchen, he 


had not yet put in an appearance. 
Talapoosa Times Record. 


>» * * 
Found an Umbrella? 
At Brighton-on-Sea yesterday 
Mr. P. Brown rescued a girl from 


browning. 
Sydney Bulletin. 


k * k 


Probably Truthful! 
Wanted. Capable assistant for 


Ad. in Joplin Globe. 
k * & 


Old Models in Demand 
WANTED—Delivery boy with 
Ford at least 16 years old to start 
work this morning. Apply 181 


Broadway. 
Asheville (No. Car.) News. 
$ R # 


A Boost for Chiropractic 
Miss Melinda Brown drove to 
Plum Creek, Saturday, for a treat- 
ment from her doctor having her 


poisoned. $ 
Danville (Kas.) Bugle. 


, 
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OOR Flush didn’t have to plead at all to get a conviction. The idea of us never thinking of him 
getting days and not dollars! a 


Drawn by Harry R. Grissinger for “Wanted Wits”, 


Number 
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lanted 


‘Wits 


A 


Edwin 
Dial (Jor erson 


Pictures by 


Harry R. Grissinger 


ALWAYS did say college 
learning didn’t teach you any 
sense. 


That nut Flushing was a 
Doctor of Philanthropy, or some- 
thing, but he ought to have known 
better than to get me into any- 
thing like we got into. 

He was a 32-degree Fahren- 
heit, I think, out at Kansas Uni- 
versity, but he certaintly caused 
me a lot of trouble when we was 
stranded in New York. If it 
hadn't been for his high-toned 
objections, we would have swung 
a freight over in the Jersey yards 
and rode all the way to Sunflower, 
Kansas, with a carload of evapo- 
rated milk—but no, he couldn’t 
listen to anything like that. He 
had one of those slow-eating dis- 
eases, nicknamed a sense of 
humor, which there was no symp- 
toms of, however, when he was 
lecturing me on his family pride. 

We must have spent a lot of 
money before we found out, com- 
ing up with a jerk, that there 


` 


wasn't any more to spend. We 
had been having a right royal 
straight flush vacation, Flushing 
and me, but his first name was 
Seymour, and he was true to it. 
He kept egging me on to let him 
spend more money in those gilded 
chocolate milk dens of vice. 


Anyway, I think it might have 
been the twelfth night that we was 
there that we woke up the next 
morning, and I said: “Well, we 
went to Shanley's and Tex 
Guinan's and Child's and all them 
swell places, didn’t we, bo?” 

“Hell,” says Seymour, sort of 
like he was feeling rocky from all 
that ginger ale we drunk. ‘‘What 
kind of fe-maelstrom was it that 
we got caught in at Broadway and 
Forty-second. avenue?” (He 
don’t know yet that it was a 
street.) “Last night I had $187, 
and this morning I got only 
$12.39. It’s a good thing you 
got our hotel bill paid up, ain't 
it?” 

“I got it paia up?” I screams, 
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H E points to a placard on the ele- 
vator wall. “Read it,” hissed 
Flushing. wae 
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jumping out of bed 
just like there was a 
striding alarm clock ad- 
dressing me. “I got it 
paid up? You poor insect, you 
told me you'd paid the hotel bill.” 

“No, indeed,” says Flushing, 
haughty-like because | called him 
an insect. (“Before you got in 
your cups last night, sir, and fre- 
quently thereafter, you informed 
me that you had paid the bill for 
the week, and that I needn't worry 
how much money | spent.” 

Well, if there was any time | 
had ever felt like committing in- 
secticide, it was then, right there 
in that eight-dollar room we had 
in the Hotel Seltzer-Bourhonia. 
Even if I had told him that, which 
I aint admitting | done, .he ought 
to had enough trigonometry in- 
telligentsia, or whatever it is they 
call the higher criticism of the in- 
tellect, to not have believed me. 

Well, there we was, and | had 
to be philopathical and bear it. | 
had $36 left, not being such a 


spender on a little vacation trip 
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like Seymour Flushing, who al- 
ways reminded me that he had 
been raised a gentleman and 
didn’t take much stock in cafe 


economics. We owed a fifty-six- 


“dollar hotel bill, and there was a 


thousand-odd miles stretched be- 
tween us and Sunflower, and we 
had to keep on eating, no matter 
how much we intrenched on soda 
water and pattie de foyer grass. 
Flushing said we had to start 
right off to economize the budget, 
so we repaired ourselves to the 
Automatic Gardens for breakfast. 
Flushing got an egg for five cents 
and some bread slightly insulated 
with butter for five cents more. | 
got a ham sandwich about as thick 
as the slick dime | put in the slot. 
“Flush,” says I, just as serious 
as I ever been since the prohibi- 
tion wave went in effect, “there 
aint nothing left for us but the 
rusty road and the shining 


rails.’ 

“Not on your 
grandfathers daguer- 
rotype, * says Flushing, sort 
of showing mad. “Never in the 
history of the Flushing family has 
there been a hobo who rode com- 
mon carriers tor nothing, and | 
shall not be guilty of initir ing 
such a vulgarism.” 

I never said anything about 
hazing anybody's vulgarism, but 
I let this remark slide off my 
shoulders with one of those shrugs 
I learned how to do when I was 
over with the A. E. F. in Lee 
Harbor, France. 

“All right,” I resents. “It’s up 
to your superior brain-cells to 
figcre us out of this.” 

“One can always make money 
with one’s wits in New York,” he 
raved on. ‘‘It is a fascinating life, 
indeed, here in this throbbing cos- 
mopolitis, where one lives upon 
one’s wits.” 

“Yea, bo,” I sneers. ‘“You can 
have toasted wits for breakfast 
and baked wits en camisole for 
lunch, but it makes an awful light 
diet.” 

Flushing rejoins nothing in re- 
turn to that sally, and I lets him 


assimilate his egg in merciful 
silence. 


“Come 
with me,” he 
urges, after 
folding up his paper 
napkin carefully. “İn 
an elevator over in 
the Furrell Building, on 
Madison avenue, there is 
an idea staring forth upon 
an unappreciable world. It struck 
me as being a potential avenue 
out of financial impecuniosity.” 

Anything that could be all that 
must be worth looking at, I 
figured, so | followed him over to 
Madison avenue, and we pro- 
ceeded to ask a lot of people 
where the Furrell Building was 
who didn’t even seem to know 
the war was over, they were so 
ignorant. But we found it, how- 
ever, and Flushing proceeds to 
lead me to an elevator. 


There was nobody in it but us, 
and Flushing leans over and whis- 
pers to me: “See anything that 
looks like a possibility?” 

I didn’t think the elevator boy 
could be classed as such, and | 
begun to think Flushing was plain 
dippy, instead of just over-in- 
formed in animal wisdom. 

“I can’t say as | do,” I says. 


AMERICA'S HUMOR 


66 O, you don’t get him,” I says 

sternly. “He goes with me to 
the offiice of the custodian. This here 
is my prisoner.” 


“See that sign?” 

He points to a placard on the 
elevator wall, but it was just one 
of those “Keep off the grass” or 
“Beware the dog” signs that don't 
mean nothing to me. 


“Read it,” hisses Flushing, 
crunching my left biceps, and he 
proceeds to read it for me. 


ace 


One hundred dollars reward 
for any one caught tampering with 
the fire apparatus in this building. 
Apply at office of custodian.’ 
Read it and ponder?” 


PONDERED around for three 
blocks after we had left the 
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building, 
and had 
about come to the 
conclusion that 
Flushing must 
have been a pyrrohea- 
maniac all these years, 
and was loony on the subject of 
fire apparatus, when he volunteers 
as follows: 


“It stands to reason, Jerry 
Lamkin, that if one of us starts 
tampering with the fire apparatus 
in yon stately cathedral of com- 
merce, the other one can catch 
him at it, by request, and win the 
grand prize of one hundred dol- 
lars. That will pay our hotel bill 
and give us a start back to Sun- 
flower, won't it?” 


I looks at Flushing, wondering 
just when he had developed all 
these here procvilities as a humor- 
esque. His idea as he springs it 
seems a good gag for a vaudeville 
act. 


“Yes,” says I, summoning up 
all my sarcastic genius, “but what 
will the tampering guy get?" 

“Oh, a mere fine,” Flushing de- 


(Continued on page 39) 
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ZAPernde 


“Ye Ghosts 


sür first thousand feet are SUB-TITLE. “In a different 
taken up by the title, guarter Of the same 


name of star, name of direc- city.” 


(A ot A tor, ditto of the sub-title SCENE 2. An elegant recep- 
Scenario Write j criminal, and ditto for every- tion room about 34 of an 
PD >> body else who has the least acre in extent. Tanger- 


hand in the production from ine, the heroine, is seated 
the man who wrote the story on a divan reading 
to the woman who launders “Childe Harolde.” Close- 
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of Conscience 


with the buffets of fate. 
(Note. “Buffets of fate” 
always goes big with the 
hoi-polloi; they think it 


RES 


that Tangerine does not 
reside in a Rented Fur- 
nished with use of Bath. 
is something to eat). SUB-TITLE. “A Butter-and- 
SCENE 8. Front door of Egg Man from the west.” 
Tangerine’s residence. SCENE 5. Same as SCENE 
Gent in silk hat and i 
black overcoat is ringing SUB-TITLE. “So’s your old 


the leading lady’s dog. 

SUB-TITLE. “Simultaneous- 
ly the dawn came to the 
new century and to the 
Kameokoko Mountains.” 

SCENE 1. A street in China- 
town, tinted green to sig- 
nify midnight. An auto- 
mobile dashes around 
corner. Another auto- 
mobile dashes around 


Close-up of dog (animal 
stuff goes big). Two 
more close-ups of same 
dog. 


che gin”. eyi 
Ma Ene Does” 


Monin agit 
Tae 


l 
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— 
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up of Childe Harolde. In 
the distance a footman is 
busy trying to look like a 
footman. Cage, with 
canary in it, hanging in 
window. Cat on Tanger- 
ine’s lap. Close-up of 
Tangerine. Close-up of 
cat. Close-up of canary. 
To h--1 with the foot- 
man. 


corner. So does a dog. SUB-TITLE. “The fiercest 


storms of Mother Nature 
in her most tempestuous 
mood are but as gentle 
zephyrs when compared 


bell. Door opens and 
footman appears. So 
does the cat. Close-up of 
cat. Gent and footman 
engage in long conversa- 
tion. 

SUB-TITLE. “Yes, sir Miss 
Tangerine is in, sir. 
Thank you, sir.” 

SCENE 4. Gent enters door. 
For next ten minutes 
gent is shown wandering 
down long corridors and 
thru luxurious rooms. 
This will impress the 
customers with the fact 
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SCENE 6. Same as SCENE 


And 
T 
-Am 


man.” 


2. Gent enters. In his 
journey thru the halls his 
black coat has turned 
gray, and he has ex- 
changed his silk hat for 
a slouch. Hero tries to 
look at Tangerine as tho 
he had forgotten the fact 
that he and she had had 
a few words just before 
the scene was shot touch- 
ing on some missing 
cigarettes and a quart of 
(Continued on page 83) 
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Yes, It Wasn’t 
(A tragic sea comedy) 
"Twas a Sunday night 
On a Monday noon, 
As three swimming whales 
Flew around the moon, 
That the ship safe anchored 
Sailed afar at sea 

And the goose on the roost 
Was a roast in me, 

And the dumb mate shouted 
A silent prayer 

For the bald-headed cook 
With the raven hair, 

And the bachelor’s wife 
Lay awake asleep 

While his sea-sunk boat 
Was afloat on the deep, 

And the childless widow 
For her grown babes three 

Served cold-boiled coffee 
For their midnight tea, 

While the six-foot neighbors 
At news so grave 

Snored loud in their cradles 


On the ocean wave. 
Oscar H. Rossner. 
% % % 


Whistle It If You Can’t 
Sing It 

Once a big molicepan 

Saw a bitty lum 


The Lonely Amoeba 

Alone in a water drop, lying in a sink, 

An Amoeba once was trying to think, 

Thought he, “Why is it I feel so blue, 

That | hav'n'ta thought of what to do? 

The other germs ‘round me are all in a whirl, 

What I need now is a good-lookin’ girl.” 

He traveled away until but a speck,— 

(Funny little chaps these Amoebas, by heck!) 

He returned in a while but he sure did look sick, 

For re was now long and skinny, where before he'd been 
thick. 

Longer and longer he grew ‘till at last, 

He snapped and then parted, and two forms were cast. 

He's happy now, you can bet your sweet life, 

For why shouldh’t he be, with a good lookin’ wife? 


I. M. Freeman. 


Sitting on a surb-cone As a finicky flea with 
Chewing gubber rum— the pantrymaid's 
“Hi!” said the molicepan, knee 

“Won't you siv me gum?” Doth carouse in the 


“Tinny on your nintype,” 


Said the bitty lum. house of the silly 


Estelle Frantz. Spondee— 
er de Let us hide! For the 
keeper is coming. 
The Madhouse Muse O. Robbins. 
A centipede with scads of » # & 
legs is eating parsnip Still Another: 
pie; Egotist 
An ossified cat with I is all, 
a plume in his hat All am me; 
Is singing a psalm to Whoever are us 
Is we. 


a button eyed 
bat— 
O whither, O whither am I? 
The vacuous moon like a 
scarlet baboon 


Harry C. Clark. 


Will dance while the jew's 
harps are thrumming, 


Pi 


Number 
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Wanted Wits 


(Continued from page 35) 


preciates. “It's only a Miss De- 
meanor, at most. Probably a ten- 
dollar fine, or a lecture from the 
judge. You can tell his honor you 
were shell-shocked in France, and 
you had enveloped a passion for 
fire hose, and—" 

“I can, can 19” I sneers. 
“Where do you get that stuff? 
Suppose you go ahead and do the 
tampering, and let me catch you 
at it.” 

“Ah, but the idea was mine,” 
he objects. “Don’t I get 
any credit for that?” 


“Yes, but with all 
these millions of fall guys 
running around, why 
pick on me?” I interro- 
gates. 

“All right,” he says, 


with a hurt expression of 
the eyebrows. ‘TIl tell 
you what I'll do, then. 
I'll match you for the 
privilege of doing the 
tampering. İs that 
square?” 

“Guess it is, if you 
says so,” I mumbles, with 
graveyard misgivings. 

Flushing flips a coin, 
and me simultaneously. 

“I’m matching you,” 
he says. “What you got? 
Mine's tails.” 

Mine was tails, too, 
and thereby hangs all 
I'm telling you. 

“The Hon. Seymour 
Flushing,” croaks I, “will 
now proceed to do a job of plain 
and fancy tampering with the fire 
apparatus, and plain Jerry Lam- 
kin, happening by in jaunty non- 
chalants, will surprise him in his 
Fritz-like job of vandalism.” 

And so it came to a pass. I'll 
say for Flushing that he was no 
piker, once his lightning-like cere- 
bellum had conceived an idea. 

“I choose the eleventh floor,” 
he decides, with William J. Flynn- 
like coolness, as he stands across 
the street from the Furrell Build- 
ing to size things up. “You stand 


on the tenth floor. When you 
hear a crash of glass breaking, you 
will know that I have seized the 
fire ax above the glass hose case 
on the eleventh floor, smashed the 
glass and dragged the hose from 
its nest. Then you will hop on 
the first elevator, or come running 
up the stairs, and catch me red- 
handed.” It was now 2 o'clock 


sharp. Five minutes past the zero 
hour. 


“Good-by, Flush,” I says, shak- 


ing hands with him. “Carry on, 
old dear. Tamper the bloody 
hose to death. I'm with you.” 

And then we goes up in the 
elevator, and I reads the Mene- 
Mene handwriting on the wall 
again. 

It was a sad sight seeing that 
bright boy riding up to meet his 
fate like that, but I figured that 
if one must live by one’s wits, san 
ferry Ann, as the frogs says. 

At two minutes after 2—well, 
I took account of the flea-like 
minutes hopping by—I stood on 
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the tenth floor, close by the ele- 
vator shaft, and listened for hos- 
tile and unaccustomary sounds. 
Then, suddenly, up the shaft 
somewhere, | heard a fair to mid- 
dling loud jangle-jangle, like a 
heifer stepping thru old Mrs. 
Judd's hothouse out in Sunflower. 

“Gee,” I thinks, observing 
same to myself aloud, “there must 
be somebody else at it. That 
aint on the eleventh floor.” 

And then, at three minutes and 
a half after 2, I heard another 
jangle-like crash, this time like a 
full-blown cow invading Mrs. 
Judd’s back-yard conser- 
vatory. 

But I wasn’t disturbed 
into ever thinking it was 
Flushing's handiwork. 
He wasn’t that kind of 
an unpunctual fellow. | 
remarks to myself. 

And then, before I 
knew it, my watch point- 
ed to five minutes after 
2, sharp, and this time | 
knew it was Flush. There 
was the awfulest uproar 
upstairs, just above my 
floor, that you ever 
heard, and another slam- 
bang crash, and some 
muffled shouts way up 
the elevator shaft. 

I flagged an elevator 
and yelled *'Leventh” 
in such a stentorian auc- 
toneer's voice that it 
even scared the glace 
drowsing elevator boy. 

And there, right in 
front of the elevator 
shaft on the eleventh floor, stood 
my pal Flushing, fire in his eye 
like I've seen moonshine pep up 
a Fourth of July orator out in 
Kansas—and in his hand was the 
defenseless fire hose. 

I jumped out and grabbed him 
roughly around the peritonitis. 

“Hey,” I yells, “what are you 
doing with that fire hose, you 
black-hearted scoundrel of a tam- 
perer!”’ 

Flushing just sinks weak-like 
into my armlets, while seven or 
eight janitors and elevator boys 
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COMING! 
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“St. Milt of Anesthesia” 


A picture of Power, Pathos and Passion. 


“St. Milt of Anesthesia” is the movie of the eons— 
Nine barrels of powder were required to adorn its beauties 
—The nails in its castles would, if turned points up, ten 
to a bed, make five nations die of insomnia—The paint 
on its scenery would spread chewing gum ads over half 
a million barns, and the twists of its dancers, if applied 
to corks, would open 885,463 bottles of real champagne! 


These and other interesting facts will be called to your 
attention during the show. Don’t miss this chance to 


instruct the children. 


Tuesdays—At all Theaters 
“St. Milt of Anesthesia” 


Read the Story in Our Next Issue | 


Help Your 
Fellow Men 


Altruism is the quality which above 
all others distinguishes the American 
people. We have -specialized in the 
art and science of helping our fellows 
until we excel in it. 


But do you understand this art, 
this science? 


Look about you. Study your fellow 
What do they need? yay 
but perhaps most of all, 


To help them then, you must have 
money. How do you get it —? 


Mr. M. M. Sninker, after taking 
our course, made $286,000,000. He 
has now given away $196,000,000 and 
is getting richer every day. How? 
By selling the cheaper grades of 
clothing at cultured prices. Simple? 
Yes, but he had never thought of it 
until we helped him out. 
, Be a philanthropist. Write for 
instructions—Now. 


THE 


SAVE YOUR NEIGHBOR’S 
MONEY INSTITUTE 


New York, N. Y. 


PONIRE TOE mM T EOR 
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come running down the stairs and 
whizzing down on the elevators 
and letting out the darndest hub- 
bub I ever heard outside of a 
camp meeting with everybody 
having an attack of salvation. 

“Jerry, old pal,” Flushing whis- 
pers to me above the terrible din, 
“I smashed three of them. You'll 
get three hundred dollars!” 

Well, I can just say I collected 
my scattered wits that I had to 
live on for the next Lord knows 
how many days, and worked up a 


sort of sickly “Ha, ha! Yes, you 
done lovely.” 
I cant say that everything 


didn’t work according to schedule. 
I stood off a small army of jab- 
bering janitors and such and re- 
membered my instructions. 

“No, you don’t get him,” I 
says, sternly. “He goes with me 
to the office of the custodian. 
This here is my prisoner.” 

The custodian was an irritated 
little fellow and I don’t see how 
he ever got that responsible title. 

“Oh, what will Mr. DeForest 
say?” he keeps moaning, like Mr. 
DeForest’s grandmother had been 
stabbed in the melee. ‘‘What will 
Mr. DeForest say?” 

“He'll talk like a hundred dol- 
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lars, if he’s got anything to do 
with this building,” I says, icy- 
like, with Flushing all the time 
shivering in my unsympathizing 
grip. “Either that or I'll take my 
prisoner back and let him do 
some more devilment. Where's 
the hundred dollars you put the 
ad in the elevator about for any- 
body caught tampering?” 

“Oh, the reward?” stutters the 
custodian, with a glimmer of in- 
telligence beginning to smolder 
back of his eyes. “‘You'll have to 
see Mr. DeForest about that. 
He’s the real estate man who 
operates the building, sir.” - 


And about that time a big blue- 
coated guy shoulders in and grabs 
Flushing by the collar and says 
to me, with unfeeling malevo- 
lents: 

“You can talk about your re- 
ward later, see? This son of a 
Carrie Nation can come with me.” 


ND out he yanks Flushing be- 

fore I even have time to have 
a consultation with him. The law 
is certainly unreasonable in New 
York. I never will forget that 
egg-sucking hound-dog look on 
Flushing’s patricidal facial coun- 
tenance as he was jerked away 
from me. 


I made the fool custodian call 
up DeForest’s office right away, 
and he trembled out something to 
me about Mr. DeForest being out 
on the golf course playing golf, 
and couldn't see me until the next 
morning at 10 o'clock, and not 


then if he didn’t feel like it. 


So there was nothing for me to 
do but look up the precinct jail 
where my unfortunate buddy was 
registered for the night. They 
had Flush buried deeper in the 
calaboose than I thought they 
ought to put a fellow who was 
just arrested for simple tamper- 
ing. They told me I could get 
him out on $500 bond, and if | 
couldn't get bondsmen for him 
what did I want there, anyway? 
I had to argue a lot with the ser- 
geant before they'd let me see 
him, but I told them I was sorry 


Number 


I had to persecute a nice-appear- 
ing fellow and | thought he might 
be sick and would like to see me. 

“You're a hell of a lot of help,” 
Flushing hands me thru the steel 
lattice work effect, like he was 
peeved. 


“Me?” I asks, with an injured 
infection in my voice. ‘What 
have I done, boy? Wasn't it 
your scheme?” 


“Yes, but you ought to got the 
reward right away, so | could ap- 
pear at night court, plead guilty, 
and have you pay my fine. Don't 
you know anything about law and 
such, you big Kansas jassack?” 

It was with Herculean difficulty 
that I restrained from losing my 
temper, for I don't like to hear 
anybody refer to my family tree 
with such hinting insinuations. 

“Now, listen,” I argues, in a 
kind voice, because I knows he 
probably is sensitive about being 
in jail. “I don’t like to hear you 
talk about pleading guilty. Tell 
the judge kind of sorry-like that 
you done it, but don’t plead 
guilty.” 

He calls me something else that 
sounded more insulting than what 
he had already—said I was an 
İgorro-tea, or something like that 
—and urges me with some plain 
cuss words to go out and get some 
undoubtable evidence that he 
done it, and scare up the boss of 
the Furrell Building, and get the 
reward right away after the judge 
says, “I fine you ten dollars, 
please.” 

He can't say that I didn’t take 
him at his word, for | got up the 
nerve to call up Mr. DeForest's 
family renting departments out on 


Riverside Pike, and tell him I had 


PINNOCHLE 


taught by expert. My lessons 


are practical—So bring MONEY 


—I promise to send you home 
wiser after each lesson. 


JAKE L. JUNIPER 
33rd and the Tracks 


“egg,” I confides 
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the foulest fire 
apparatus de- 
stroyer that ever 
the 


arson union. 


“He's a bad 


disgraced 


to Mr. DeFor- 
est, “and I've 
already got him 
in custardy.” 
(I think it was 
awful clever of 
me being witty 
like that, right 
over the tele- 
phone.) “And 
if you'll call up 
your custodian 
you'll (believe 
what I say." 


I tells him I'll 
wait at the pre- 
cinct station for 
him, and pretty 
soon, sure 
enough, up he 
rolls in his su- 
per-twelve, with 


a tree. 


friend custo- 
dian. 
“Well,” he 


snaps at me, 

like he was the 

information man at the Pennsyl- 
vania station, “what the hell you 
want me to do?” 

“Me?” I answers proudly, like 
a Lamkin always does when ad- 
dressed that-away, “I want you to 
help me persecute a terrible feline 
that I caught in the act of com- 
mitting his feliny.” 

And then the custodian throws 
in some extra remarks, reinforced 
by some concrete expressions 
from yours regretfully, and Mr. 
DeForest lights another cigarette 
and agrees to attend night court. 


“That reward is offered only 
for arrest and conviction,” he re- 
minds me. “When he’s found 
guilty you'll get the money.” 

Well, it was the mockest trial 
I ever bore a witness to. Poor 
Flush didn’t have to plead at all 
to get a conviction. In the midst 
of his remarks to the court, some 


tube automatically rings bell. 
casing and ship back to us collect. 
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Something Entirely New— 


Spud’s Potato-Chip Magnets have 
made many a hostess happy— 
why not you? 


Made in the shape of a fork, but highly sensitized 
to the potato ag Simply wave instrument over 
chips and they 


climb around it like monkeys on 


Solves that Dinner Bugaboo. 


CHIPPANY'S, N.Y.C. 


Leigh Metcalfe 


Make Your Auto Earn Money! 


Agents wanted in each town for our Balloon 
Butter-Maker Tires. 
churn twenty pounds of butter to the mile. 

Simply fill special Every-Ready inner tube with 
cream and let locomotion do the rest. 
each mile, or when butter is completely formed, 


These tires guaranteed to 


At end of 
Simply detach from 


Remember—Tires filled with cream 
makes motoring smoother. 


WISCONSIN CREAMERIES 


Watsikatitsika, Wis. 
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DUMB IN A CROWD? 


You can shine, easily. Our soap will 
do it. Every user of “Secrubbit” 
shines. 


Here is the secret: Buy a bar of 
“Serubbit.” Use it just once. For- 
ever you will'be an enthusiast, a Man 
with a Hobby. When conversation 
lags, you will chirp: 


“Say, folks, what’s your brand of 
soap? Oh, that? Well, say, see this 
here skin of mine? You can have 
one like it, Miss Phelps. ‘Scrubbit’— 
that’s all. See here—” You produce 
your little Everhandy Pocket Cake 
and all press forward for a demon- 
stration. You have them. 


“SCRUBBIT” 


AND SHINE 
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Men of Good Taste Insist 


on this 
Garter Retriever 


Guaranteed to hist up your gar- 
ter under the most delicate and 
embarrassing of circumstances. 
Folds into the waistcoat pocket. 


When the garter breaks, simply 
jerk retriever from pocket, and 
hook up garter again. 


No Stooping—No Mortification. 


HUMOR 


way—I waited 
till after court 
and asked the 
judge couldn't 
I buy him out 
of jail, and the 
judge tipped 
me off to the 
fact that Flush 
had been in 
contempt of 
court, as well as 
being guilty of 
tampering, and 
no money could 
buy him out. 

So I went to 
see Flushing 
again in his cell, 
and he looked 
like he was dis- 
gusted. 

“Aint you 
got any wits at 
all?” he de- 
mands, very 


scornful. “Why 


Migentlemen’s Accessories, Inc. 
CALVES POINT, MD. 


of which is a little too sassy and 
humorous maybe, the judge in- 
terlopes and says: 
“Yeah, shut up! 
that explanation before. 
days in jail. Next case?” 


I've heard 
Ten 


ELL, that was the final in- 

sult to the camel’s vertebrae 
backbone, me and Flush being the 
camel. The idea of us never 
thinking of him getting days and 
not dollars! 

I shall never forget the look of 
conflagration on Flushing's face 
as the policeman gentle but firmly 
slams him back in jail. He gave 
me a dying calf expression that 
would have made Leonard O. 
DeVichy want to hire him for a 
model. 

“All right,” Mr. DeForest 
barks in my ear, “that's a convic- 
tion, I guess." And he writes 
out a check to me for $100. 

I did this much for Flush any- 


didn’t you tell 
DeForest it was 
all a frame-up, 
and give him 
back his re- 
ward, so I'd get 


Leigh Metcalfe. 


out of this?” 

Now, ain't that just like a col- 
lege guy? After I'd been to all 
that trouble getting DeForest 
down to get him convicted, he 
blames ‘me. Ingratitude always 
did hurt me. 

“All right,” he grumbles, after 
I scorched him back, sort of. 
“Find a lawyer 
and get me out 
of this damn 
place.” 

The next 
morning | start- 
ed out early if 
not bright, to 
get a lawyer, | 
and who do 
you guess had 


to butt in this 
time? I cer- 


tainly did get 
exasperated. 
The hotel 


clerk sort of 
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dallies around a little moré polite 
than usual before handing me a 
note that's in my box, and he 
says: 

“I beg your pardon—er—Mr. 
Lamkin, but didn't you neglect to 
—er—pay for the room?” 

It was so sudden that I couldn't 
think quick, like Flushing might 
have done, so mumbles some 
apology about that forgetful part- 
ner of mine, and pays the cashier 
$64 out of that hundred-dollar 
check, paying him for an extra 
day, even. I still had $71 left, 
but it made me frightful uneasy to 
see money melt away like that. 

I had breakfast with several 
degrees of fever, it seems like, 
and then | looked thru the classi- 
fied telephone book and found a 
forty-page 
lawyers. l passed up all the 
swell-sounding firms like Stoppen- 
heim, O’Connor & Olsen, and 
picked one with a single bore 
name, viz.: Mike Coffran. His 
office wasn’t very far away, and 
I went right to it. 

He listens to my recital without 
tears and observes, very simple: 

“I shall be very glad to take 
steps on behalf of your friend, Mr. 
Lamkin, but | shall have to ask a 
small retainer of one hundred dol- 


section devoted to 


lars.” 

“A small what?” I comes back 
at him, thunderstruck. 

“That is to say, fee,” he ex- 
plains. “Your friend's position is 
a very serious one. Perhaps | 

(Continued on page 118) 


Lighting a Cigar in a 
Moving Auto 


is not easy. Our special attachment makes 


it so. Attached to the gas tank. When you 
want a light, press button that throws spark 
into the gas tank. Full flame guaranteed. 


FOOEY ACCESSORIES, Inc. 


DETROIT, MICH. 


Leigh Metcalfe, 


094 22 Ped aS 
A! a SA HO Jami 
OLU Ya eer PEI 


PAGE 43 


HUMOR 


2) 
< 
O 
oc 
ul 
= 
< 


dir öge ame ARE ES 


Co SOB C Aas Ze OFA a BLE İDE 
FF UR RE OE TO} 
tee : OY ea Zar e gel a 


AEOS AOSE ARETOAREN 


Number 


PAGE 44 


AMERICA’S HUMOR 


Jazz You Like It 


(Continued from page 28) 


humor did Smith escape his right- 
eous anger. 

“Where the devil have you 
been with my car?” demanded 
the Marquis, while the girls pulled 
his nose and pinched his ears and 


otherwise took liberties which 
made dignity impossible. “Ah, 
Smith,” cried his employer, “these 


little fairies were made most un- 
happy when you couldn't be 
found high or low. We followed 
you here in a taxicab. What the 
devil do you mean by 
going off and leaving me 
this way?” 

“Monsieur le mar- 
quis,” declared + Smith 
solemnly, “I found my- 
self unexpectedly with a 
most worthy case on my 


hands—"’ 
“Voila!” broke in 
Dessaix, all interest. 


Let me have a look at 
her; you rascal! İs she 
worth looking at, Smith? 
Where is she, hein 2"? 

But when the Marquis 
would have searched his 
chauffeur's rooms, the 
gay-hearted little ladies 
clung to his arms and 
coat-tails and protested 


“of shoes now.” 


“Who paid for them?” chuck- 
led the Marguis. “lt is all very 
well, ma fille. I begrudge you 
nothing—though you must cease 


. casting sheep’s eyes at my servant. 


Perhaps you think him hand- 
some?” 

“Not so handsome as Daddy 
Dessaix,” lisped the other charm- 
er. 

“Ah,” sighed her protector, 
“that will cost me a pretty penny, 
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AMERICA'S HUMOR'S staff has been 
picked for its ability to think up novel ed. 
and unique ideas rather than to 
provide so many mere Man-Power- 
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then return and drive us to my 
hotel in the motorcar, Smith.” 

Sweeping the garments under 
his arm, Smith hastily retired be- 
hind the screen. 

“I cant, I can't!” whispered 
Antoinette, trembling with fear. 
“The Marguis must never see me. 
I shall die! I prefer death to fac- 
ing him and those terrible young 
women. 

Smith shook his head sorrow- 
fully. o “Petite, I must obey him,” 
he told her. “My job is a good 
one, driving his car, and for the 
rest I know what it is to 
be penniless. If I am 
ever to see you again—"” 

“Oh, but you aren't, 


monsieur!” cried Tony. 
“I darent see you 
again.” 


“Because I am a serv- 
ant— his chauffeur?” 
asked Smith. 

Antoinette seemed to 
consider. ‘“‘Yes, because 
you are his chauffeur,” 
she said at last. “If he 
knew—if he guessed— 
Oh, Monsieur Smith, my 
hour of romance is end- 
I must return to my 
father's house and my 
grand-mere’s cold eyes 
and sharp tongue, and 


shrilly like chattering Hours of Editorial Labor. That's my little mother who no 
eee why AMERICA’S HUMOR'S circulation longer matters— | must 
Are we not suffi- ` : ‘ftly that i ‘ return and prepare for 
im e the dolu si is growing so swiftly that it has twice lige Wedding dae 
their song. had to move to larger printing plants. “Your wedding-day, 
Dessaix patted their mademoiselle?” 
cheeks, kissed them “Yes. Iam Antoinette 


warmly, and assured them that 
they were indeed. 
“But I must have my motor, 


you rascal,” he cried at Smith. 
“These little darlings cannot ride 
comfortably in a taxicab. Mon 
Dieu, non; they are used to farm- 
wagons,” he added, laughing up- 
roariously at his little joke. 
“Would you believe it, Smith, 
when I tell you this little mouse 
never wore a pair-of shoes until 
six months ago?” 


HE little mouse tossed her 
bright head. “I have plenty 


that compliment. Out of our 
sight, Smith! Suppose I were to 
tell you little dears that my chauf- 
feur was once upon a time a Rus- 
sian prince and only calls himself 
‘Smith’ because his real name is 
too long to manage?” 

“My reply would be that he 
looks less a prince than you do a 
marquis!” insisted the sprightly 
creature. 

Dessaix pointed with his cane 
to the clothing drying before the 
fre. ‘‘Hustle your little bourgeoise 
into the taxicab at the door and 


de la Falais and I am betrothed to 


the Marquis Dessaix. If he sees 
me here | am lost! Oh, I’ve been 
mad, monsieur. If you do not 


help me, | shall die.” 

Smith muttered something un- 
der his breath. “You will marry 
him—nomw?” he hissed. “That 
old, fat, bald idiot, with his Fifis 
and Lulus?” 

She looked at him without un- 
derstanding. “But my parents— 
grand-mere, Monsieur Smith?” she 
questioned him. “If I do not 
marry Dessaix—"’ 

(Continued on page 46) 
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Run Your Scissors Around 


AMERICA’S 


HUMOR 


America’s Humor Bi-Monthly 
Big $2,500.00 Art Contest 


Art Contest Editor, America’s Humor Bi-Monthly, 
550 Transportation Bldg., Chicago, Ill. 


Please enter this as one vote for 


SKETCH NO....... 
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With the understanding that any previous ballots cast by me 
for the same artist shall be counted as votes, according to your 
scale. 


Official Ballot No. 5-a in 


PAGE 45 


.............. 


This Ballot and Help These 
Promising Boys Along 


“Gee whiz, your hair’s cut like 
a boy’s behind.” 


“Sir 2” 
among the ac- 
No 5 5 ceptances in 
® America’s 
Humor’s $2,500 Amateur Art 


ntest, and awn by 
Ronald Flamm, Logan, Utah. 


They’ve Staked Their 
Originality in America’s 
Humor’s $2500 
Contest 


ELL, folks, weve eom- 
pleted the selections from 

the many mighty good things 
sent in to AMERICA’S HUMOR 
by America’s rising young car- 
toon geniuses, and all we have to 
do now is to get them into print. 
Beeause there were so many 
good things in Selection No. 5, 
we've divided it into three parts. 
With each part will be printed a 
ballot numbered No. 5, except 
that the first will carry the suf- 
fix “a,” the second “b,” and the 
third “c.” You may cast but 
one No. 5 ballot for any of the 
joke-cartoons appearing in selec- 
tions 5-a, 5-b, and 5-c, appearing 
on the newsstands December 15, 
1926, February 15, 1927 and 


HUBBY: “I can’t understand 
what’s wrong with my razor. İt 
doesn’t cut at all.” 


WIFIE: “Nonsense, George. 
Your beard can’t be tougher 
than the oilcloth.” 


No. 56 goere f 


Humor’s $2,500 Amateur Art 
Con and drawn y 
Harvey Peake, New Albany, 
Indiana, 
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A STUDY IN (MUCH) BLACK AND (LITTLE) WHITE! 


N 57 among the acceptances in the $2,500 
0. Amateur Art Contest, and drawn by 
Harvey Peake, New Albany, Ind. 


April 15th, 1927, respectively. 
Now while we're on the subject 
we're starting a NEW contest: 
something along these lines but 
yet ENTIRELY different. Ama- 
teur artists who are interested may 
drop a post-card inquiry ad- 
dressed “NEW Contest Editor,” 
and as soon as the rules and con- 
ditions are prepared a copy of 
these rules will be mailed. In this 
new contest every contestant hav- 
ing work published will receive a 
money prize BEFORE the contest 
(Continued on page 122) 


Jazz You Like It 


(Continued from page 44) 

At that moment the Marguis's 
voice boomed through the room, 
commanding Smith and his lady- 
love to make haste. 

Smith buttoned his coat around 
the trembling Tony, concealing 
her from chin to ankles, and then 
tied his handkerchief just below 
her eyes, like a mask, such as he 
had seen bad men of the West 
wear in the American cinemas. 

“Your own mother wouldn't 
know you now, mademoiselle,” 


declared Smith. 


brave!” 


“Courage; be 


Leaning heavily on his arm, 
head down and manner dejected, 
Antoinette started across the room 


TRAMP: “Mister, will you give me 
a quarter if I beautify your town?” 

ARDENT CITIZEN: “I will, my 
good man, but what can you to do 
beautify our town?” 

TRAMP: “Move on to the next 


Du No. 58 


Art Contest, 
= Armon, Jr., 


among the ac- 
ceptances in the 
$2,500 Amateur 
and drawn by 
Collinsville, 


to the door, when Dessaix's voice 
called a halt. 

“What, tears?” he cried. 
shame, Smith—!” 

The chauffeur looked around at 
‘Mademoiselle is 


“For 


the Marguis. 
unhappy because she is going to 
be married,” he said. 

“So?” murmured the old roue, 
and his bushy brows shot up in 
his hair. “lt is, you mean, she 
doesn’t love the groom-elect?”’ 

” “She doesn’t love him, mon- 
sieur le marquis.” 

“But the little dear loves you, 
Smith!" 

With befitting modesty Smith 
admitted that this was so; madem- 
oiselle had confessed her love for 


him. 


ESSAIX'S pretty friends, dart- 
ing forward like jeweled fire- 
flies, whispered in the Marquis’ 
ears. They were emphatic and 
the gentleman roxred his approv- 
al, slapping his taighs with pudgy 
hands. 


“Of course! 


Superb!” he de- 


Number 


clared. 
to take place, Smith?” 

The young.man consulted An- 
toinette, who whispered her reply 
with downcast eyes. 

“Thursday, monsieur le mar- 
quis,” was the answer. 

“And I suppose this husband 
who has been selected for her is 
a bold, bad fellow, Smith?” 

“A worthless fellow, sir, with 
only his wealth to commend him.” 

“Smith,” said Rene Dessaix 
then, drawing himself up, “these 
little ladies have tender hearts. 
They have thought of a magnifi- 


“When is this wedding 


AMERICA’S HUMOR 
cent trick to perpetrate upon this 
boorish clown whz would marry 
your little cabbage. Ar.d I give it 
my entire approval—my blessing. 
“My little friends and I will de- 
part at once—in the taxicab— 
leaving you and mademoiselle to 
your happiness,” continued the 
Marquis, much pleased with the 
idea. “Dry your tears, petite. 
You have a charming gentleman 
as a companion, and you, mon ami, 
no doubt a charming girl. This 
old fool who has nothing in his 
favor save his money deserves 
nothing better—nothing better, 
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my good friends. Come, Lulu; 
be gone, Fifi! . . . The key, Smith! 
.. . I shall lock the door and then 
you will both be snug and fast 
until morning. Allons, little ones! 
It is a fine joke on the bridegroom 
and | find myself laughing at him 
with you. Smith, mademoiselle, 
be merry!” 

The door closed sharply behind 
the departing guests. The lock 
clicked. A few laughing voices 
filtered back within. Then... 
silence. 

The girl, as radiant as Juliet of 
old, turned blushingly to her com- 


For putting one across the street this new spiked jacket has ‘many good points. 


No. 5 


in the $2,500 
Amateur Art Contest, and drawn by Ross 
Fisher, Frederickton, N. B., Canada. 


among the acceptances 
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“PAL OF MY CRADLE DAYS.” 
among the ac- 
No. 60 ppo, is 


Amateur Art Contest, and 


drawn by William Davis, 
So. Hadley, Mass, 


panion. ‘My friend, I inferred 
just now that you loved me. 
Was that so?” 

He nodded vehemently, afraid 
to speak. 

“Then, Monsieur Smith, the 
joke is on the Marquis,— is it not 
so? Such a joke! Such a joke!” 
She laughed merrily. 

“A joke? I'm afraid I do not 
understand,” Smith echoed, 
frowning. 

“But you say you have a good 
friend in the monastery—across 
the way-——" 

“Father Dupin?” Smith 
brightened visibly. ‘Yes, why, 
see, the window of his cell even 
now is lighted up.” 

“And would Father Dupin 
marry üs across the areaway, 
Smith?” she whispered. 

“Ay, he would,” cried the 
young man, comprehendingly. 
“That he would, the jolly blade!” 
He threw wide the window. 


“Father Dupin!” he called. 
A round head with laughing 
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eyes stuck itself out of the neighboring window. 

“Who calls?” he roared. 

Smith beckoned to the girl. He kissed her ten- 
derly as he drew her down to the window. 

“Only I, father,—Smith, your friend across the 
areaway. | want you, father, to perform a marriage 
—across the areaway. Will you do it? We're 
locked in for the night.” 

“As soon as I can get my book,” replied the 
priest, with alacrity. 

They waited while he crossed his little cell. 

Seated on the windowsill their lips met. ‘Such a 
joke, my Smith,” she murmured. “But such a pleas- 
ant joke, indeed! And won't le Marquis be sur- 
prised?” 

“Ay, won't he,” said Smith grimly, as Father 
Dupin reappeared in his window, his prayer-book in 


hand. 


“What d’ya think of the name now?” 
“Heck, you don’t know nothin’ about women.” 


among the acceptances in the 
No 6 $2,500 Amateur Art Contest, drawn 
e by Fred M. Eisenzoph, Chicago, Ill. 
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The Gold-Digger’s Digger 


(Continued from page 18) 

Dunn (desperately): I'll send to the bank for it now. 
Just go into the back room, dear, and lie down on the couch, 
and I'll have it for you. You're worn out. 

Mabel (relaxing wearily): I am tired. That impudent 
traffic officer made me circle about for fifteen minutes before 
he let me land on the roof! (She lets Dunn lead her 
toward ‘the door of the room.) Be sure you have the digger 
inside of a half hour. 

(Dunn steps inside the room with her, then comes out 
sofily, closes the door and slips the catch on the lock. Back 
at his desk he presses a button which rings a bell in the outer 
office. Small, his seeretary, enters immediately.) 

Small (stopping briskly before the desk): Yes, sir. 

Dunn (pushing the pad toward his clerk and speaking in a 
low tense voice) : Get hold of Miss Masters in a hurry. Hurry. 
Tell her to come here at once—and to bring the digger with 
her. She'll know what I mean. Hurry, Small, and don't 
fail me. (Small picks up the pad and looks it over hastily.) 
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GENTLEMAN: “What kind of a dog is that, son?” 

KID: “Hes a air-tight dog.” 

GENTLEMAN: “Air-tight dog? Why air-tight?” 

KID: “Well, his mudder was an airedale ’n his fadder was a 
Scotch terrier.” 


Amateur Art Contest, drawn by James 


N 6 among the acceptances in the $2,500 
0. H. Nicholson, Hilton Village, Va. 
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FIRST FARMER: “I hear Jones 
is a politician now?” 

SECOND FARMER: “Honest?” 

FIRST FARMER: “No, I said 
politician.” ° 


among the ac- 
No 63 ceptances in the 
0 $2,500 Amateur 


Art Contest, and drawn by 
Chase Craig, Ennis, Texas. 


Small (turning): Yes, sir. 

(Small exits hastily. Dunn paces 
the room nervously a few minutes. 
From time to time he looks at his 
watch, often gazing anxiously at the 
door to the inner room. Finally Violet 
enters. Her head is drooping and her 
face shows signs of tears. Dunn strides 
toward her eagerly.) 

Dunn (softly): Where is it? 

Violet (taking hold of his coat and 
starting to weep on his shoulder): | 
—I showed it to Walter, and he 
said— 

Dunn (impatiently): Never mind 
what he said. Give me the digger! 

Violet (weeping louder): Walter 
said he knew a man who—who col- 
lected such things, and—and he'd 
been wanting to get a digger for his 
collection. So—Walter took me to 
the man, and he said hed pay— v 

Dunn (shaking the girl roughly): 
Come, girl. What do you mean? 
(The girl cries so loud that Dunn 
gazes with alarm at the closed door of 
the inner room.) Hush! Stop the 


PAGE 50 


among the ac- 
ceptances in the 
$2,500 Amateur 
and drawn by 


No. 64 


Are Contest, 


Dick Harrington, Flint, Mich. 


noise! My wife will hear! (Point- 
ing.) She’s in there! 

Violet: Oh! 
Id better go! 

(She turns away from him, drying 
her eyes on a small silk handkerchief.) 

Dunn (holding her): Wait! Give 
me the digger first! 

Violet (turning to him again and 
looking up into his face with wide in- 
nocent eyes): You see—iue man said 
he'd pay—fifty-five thousand dollars! 

Dunn (heavily): So—you sold it! 
Hell’s bells! 

Violet: You see, we thought if we 
sold it we could give you fifty thousand 
dollars, that’s what your wife paid for 
it, and that would leave five thousand 
for us. That would be nice, wouldn’t 
it? 

Dunn (hopelessly): Very nice! 

Violet (making a pathetic effort to 
smile through tear-filling eyes): We 
—we've been wanting to get five thou- 
sand dollars for a long time. That 


Then 


Your wife! 


AMERICA’S HUMOR 


would give us a start, so we could get 


' married and buy us a nice little place, 


where we could raise chickens and 
geese, and—Oh! my! It’s so hard! 
(She clings tighter to Dunn’s coat and 
begins to weep again.) 

Dunn: Hush up! You’ve got me 
in a deuce of a fix already! 

Violet (sobbing violently): I—I 
was going to ask you to let us sell the 
digger. But now—you want it! 

Dunn (gripping her shoulders): 
You mean—you haven't sold it yet? 
Then give it to me! 

(Her loud sobs alarm him. He 
gazes wildly at the door of the inner 


room.) 
Violet: We could have been—so 
happy! Oh! my! Oh! my! 


(Dunn stares at the fateful door, 
listening. He turns to the girl with a 
hunted expression in his eyes.) 

Dunn: 
quit crying! 


Listen, girl. For gosh sake 


What’s the five thousand 
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DEAN: 
about this course?” 
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PULLING FOR A GRADE 


among the accept- 
No 65 ances in the $2,500 
° Amateur Art Con- 


test, and drawn by Fred Eisenzoph, 
Chicago, IHinois. 


you might have made? If you'll just 
can the noise I’ll do better by you than 
(Concluded on page 114) 


mal İLİ 
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“Now that school is about over, tell me—what do you know 


Ist STUDENT: “A little, sir. What would you like to know?” 


No. 66 


among the acceptances in the $2,500 
Amateur Contest, and drawn by Fred 
M. EGisenzoph, Chicago, Ill. 


If Rap 
Had Stepi 
Till Now 


THE first thing Rip Van Winkle des- 
cried as he tottered down the moun- 
tainside after his famous nap, was a 
long, smooth, white road that wound in 
and out through the emerald hills like 
a writhing serpent. But what surprised 
him more was the seemingly endless 
stream of four-wheeled vehicles of every 
conceivable shape, size and hue that 
whisked by his bleared old eyes with 
amazing speed. 

Believing him- 
self in the throes 
of a strange 
dream (that last 
stein of schnapps 
was potent!), he 
creaked along 
When he found 
himself within 2 
few feet of the 
smooth, white 
road, he realized 
he was face to 
face with some- 
thing he had 
never seen be- 
fore. 

It was a very 
colorful twenty- 
four sheet post- 
er on a stand, 
and read: 


SOS YOUR 
OLD MAN! 
It you don't 
smoke Ele 


The Author 


A schoolmaster named Bird 
was always being reminded of this 
fact by the boys. Once on enter- 
ing the class-room he found the 
boys looking so grave that he 
looked around for signs of 
trouble. Sure enough on the 
blackboard appeared a familiar 
quotation: 

“Hail to thee, blithe spirit, 
Bird thou never wert.” 

“Who wrote that?” he rapped 
out sharply. 

Dead silence reigned for some 
moments. Then a small boy said: 
“Please, sir, I think it was Shel- 
ley!” 

John © London’s Weekly. 
» * #& 


Sagacious Father 
“Shut off dot wireless, Izzy.” 
“But, papa, it's a swell piano 
solo.” 
“Eggsactly. Dun't be wasteful. 
Oiser tune in on a full orchestra or 


toin it off!” 
ae Little Rock Gazette. 


AMERICA’S HUMOR 


Get the low- 
down on yourself. A shilling there; 
two bits here. 


phants you're all wet. 


Now to Jimmie McGoofus who evolved 
this gem for the McGoofus Advertising 
Agency, it was a darb, a pip, but to 
Rip, who couldn’t even be called mid- 
Victorian, it was exceedingly puzzling. 
H never dreamed he would see the day 
when people would be advised to smoke 
elephants! 

On Rip wandered, the butt of many a 
self-elected wit in the peculiar four- 
wheeled vehicles that whizzed so dang- 
erously by. One asked him if he were 
posing for animal crackers; another 
counselled him to get a Gillette. Rip 
stood it as best he could, knowing them 
for vulgar foreigners. He was certain 
they were foreigners by their queer 
clothes and their equally queer manner- 
isms. And their language — was not 
that foreign, too? Especially the words 
of that song one of them—a girl with 
knee-length skirt, rolled stockings, red- 
smeared lips and hair cut boy-fashion 
—shrieked, as she plucked outlandish 
noises out of a diminutive stringedinstru- 
ment: “Red-Hot Mamma Wants a Red- 
Hot Papa and Not an Eskimo!” It was 
all very strange. 

The sun had set when Rip reached the 
spot where he was certain the old tav- 
ern had stood; but it looked more than a 
little changed. Gone was the weather- 
scarred portrait of George the Third; 


The Profligate One 
JUDGE—Sir, you are 
$10 for contempt of court. 
MAN—Judge, $10 won't ea- 


press my contempt for your damn 
court here’s $20. 


fined 


Police Gazette. 


“How long will you be 
pruning that tree, Bill?” 


“Oh, another couple of 


hours.” 
“Well, be as quick as you 
can, as I’ve been told to cut 


it down.” 
Ideas, 
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gone was the board where his own ac- 
count used to be chalked. In their 
places were blatant şigns bearing the 
mystifying legend: 
YE OLD HOT DOG SHOPPE 
They're Red Hot! 


Red Hot! What had come over the 
country? Red-hot mammas, red-hot 
papas, red-hot dogs! 

In the hope of catching a glimpse of 
a familiar face Rip plodded on. Of a 
sudden lights—varicolored lights—be- 
gan to pop up before him in the dusk 
like fireflies in the forest; and gripped 
oy curiosity, he wended his way toward 

em. 

How amazed he was when he learned 
that the lights were inside little odd- 
shaped glass bottles and were appar- 
ently used as a source of illumination 
instead of being the dripping tallow 
candles he knew! And—startling thing 
—they used them to spell out things, 
messages. That 
fancy one there 
—what did that 
say?....Ah yes! 


ADOLPH 
BANJO 
IN 
“FLAMING . 
PAJAMAS” 


Who was A- 
dolph Banjo 
and what were 
flaming pajamas? 

It was all too 
much for the þe- 
wildered old 
man. He started 
back to the 
mountain; and 
when he reached 
it he breatheda 
sigh of intense 
relief and then 
went back t o 
sleep for another 
twenty years. 


An original contribution by 
Willard King Bradley, the small 
illustrations being likewise orig- 
inal and by Tom H. Morton. 


This Is Said to Have Happened in 
South Africa 

‘An inspector of schools in South 
Africa invited some boys to join 
him in a swim in the lagoon. The 
boys watched him undress and go 
in, but themselves remained on 
the bank. a‘ 

After a long and enjoyable 
swim the inspector chaffed the 
boys for not coming in, and said, 
“I suppose you are afraid to bathe 
with an inspector?” 

“No, sir,” said one of the boys, 
“büt we saw a crocodile in this 


lagoon yesterday." 
Sydney Mail. 
* 8 g 


This Is the Way They Were De- 
fined by Schoolboys 
A demagogue is a vessel con- 
taining beer and other liquids. 
Contralto is a low sort of music 
which only ladies sing. Ammonia 
is the food of the gods. 
A vacuum is a large empty 
space where the Pope lives. 
An angle is a triangle with only 


two sides. 


Orange Judd Farmer. 
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N OW all of you know that the magazine covers 
Relate about things that are new to the lovers 


Of magazine novelty. Never before, though, 
Has magazine DARED to the limit that we go! 


Burlesquing a rival is highly courageous; 
Burlesquing ONESELF—see the next thirty pages!— 
Is something that’s venturesome even for us who 
Are known for our Novelty. Stories and art, too, 


And features, and cover, and everything nearly 

Is mimicked and travestied very sincerely. 

We know you have laughed at America’s HUMOR: 
We beğ to present you America’s RUMOR! 


Hazel Goodwin Keeler. 


WOT IT NEFFER WUZ mipeppenr 
MECKATSINS 


P Dunt esk me! Look from Petch 52 


Cooley’s Contentful Undies 


A dainty addition to mi-gentleman’s wardrobe. 
The season's happiest sartorial creation. Appropri- 
ate for trousseaus. Trimmed in all-wool cluny lace, 
set off by a bow of impassioned red or lavender. 
Gives that dash of the risque to mi-gentleman’s 
under-lovelies. In all spring colors, including lawn 
mower green, hog-knuckle brown, grey de la 
avenue, dandelion and nude. (Oh, girls!) 


Styles to suit every figure 
Priced at from $2.00 to $10,000, 


or what have you? 


BUY FROM YOUR DEAREST DEALER 


Leigh Metcalfe. 


1 4 GE 55 
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Edited by 
Hairy Heathen Healer 


Resents its 
Octember, 1937, number 


Friction 


FISHERMAN PREFER PONDS FANNY Wurst 314 
Illustrated by James Montmorency Sagg 


OUTLINE OF HICKORY H. G. SMELLS 425 
Illustrated by Howard Candler Crusty 


THE GREEN CAT MICHAEL GARGLIN 490 
Illustrated by John Swell, Jr. 


AN AMERICAN COMEDY STEVEDORE GEYSER 517 
Illustrated by Colds Hiccups 


THE FABLE OF THE TARNISHED HUCKLEBERRY 


ORANGE ADE 632 
Illustrated by Capt. Brews Hensfeather 


DARK BROWN Octopus Oy Moan 656 
Illustrated by Russell Gatterson 


"ARF A LOAF B. G. ROADLOUSE 778 
Illustrated by the Duchess of Chattanoogy, Sheeza Nutt 


, ° 
Nit- Wit 
By our own inmates and keepers .. 


Some famous Czecho-Slovak rodeo performers 
Paris by moonshine 


Black Art 


Whales at Play in Death Valley 
Sunset in Old Baloney 
Portrait of a Ladyfinger 


Flat Tire 


The Romance of the Boardinghouse Cockroach 
The Danger of Patent Medicine Ads in Suez 
Why Take a Vacuum Cleaner. With You to the Sahara.... 


Creatures 
The ae of Our Wornout mieh: The a ary of an Old Pair of Gar- 
7 


By Peter B. Mine A ’ , By Shinblair Loose 
Views Along the Chicago River... 308 Frivolity in the Death Cell 810 
By Irwin 8. Mob By the Famous Druse, Harry Lipp 
The Queen in Red Woolens Brewed in Our Own Atelier 
By Acrid Abdomen By Smudge Potts 
Chicago by Machine Gun The Art of Carl Sandburg 
By Rupert Snooze By Carl Sandburg 
New York by Butter and Eggs.... 508 The in-Famous Poem 
By William Shakespeare Not by Robert W. Service 
Hollywood by Yes Men Letty of Lehigh Valley 
By Doc Cook By 4. B. ©. D. Goldfish 


Adding a few unnecessary items of non-essential blah 

and blushing information, f. o. b. and then came the dawn: 

II that this here is Vol. minus 6, No. X+4, which said instrument is donated with fear and trem- 
bling by the E.C. Auld Co. f that it ain't got no connection with nobody else’s magazine on account 
of the weak links f that poets, artists, playwrights, writers, butchers, plumbers, alienists, taxi drivers 
and other curiosities are informed that we give this section free with the February Number of 
America’s Humor, and then flee for our lives | no discount for cash f also buy country produce, old 
clothes, rubber, bones, zithers, bottles, or what have you f have for sale a reversible ocarina and 
three pawntickets. It looks like a hard winter, folks, so leave thirty-five cents (in cash) with the 
newsstand man when you slip your America’s Humor whilst he ain’t looking { we are not re- 
sponsible for our actions because we’ve just found out that Grant took Richmond and Santa Claus 
got pinched for parking in the wrong place. Shucks! 


e:o eee 


Saree 


Foolishness by Mont Hurst +- H. Ve G 
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Wonderfully 


[Synopsis] 


FFAIRS in Paris were at 
a deadlock. Antoinette 
was locked in a room 
with Smith, the ex-Rus- 
sian prince, and the Marquis Des- 
saix had retired to his chateau to 
think about his approaching nup- 
tials. The editor of AMERICA’S 
Humor had just concluded a con- 
ference with the man who con- 
trolled the destinies of the little 
Kingdom of Castornia; Count de 
Bility and Major Premise had left 
the Council Chambers in a rage, 
stepped into their luxurious, ox- 
drawn, two-seated hack, and 
dashed madly eastward into the 
rays of the setting sun. The last 
seen of the pair they were settling 
contentedly into the straw at the 
‘bottom of the vehicle and expec- 
torating large gobs of tobacco 
juice into the eyes of the local 
gendarmerie. However, all this 
being only the synopsis of what 
has gone before, merely intro- 
duces the sequel that is to follow, 
so don't bother reading it. 
Padlock Combs, the great de- 
tective, sat sipping his coffee in 
his dressing gown, that is to say, 
he sat in his coffee sipping dress- 


ictures By 


Murine Blondewiğ 


ing—no, no, what we wish to 
convey, gentle reader, is that the 
coffee was not in the dressing 
gown, but in the cup from which 
he was sipping the Great Detec- 
tive—no, that’s wrong again. He 
had not sipped dressing gowns for 
years. Anyway, it makes not the 
slightest difference. (Now go on 
with the story.) 

CHAPTER MCMXXIV!4 

The Great Dective was at his 
coffee after a breakfast of waffles 
and cylinder oil. Hearing a 
knock at the door, he listened in- 
tently for several hours without 
speaking a word. At last, the 
knock not being repeated, he 
slipped a pillow-slip over his 
head, tiptoed to the door, and 
suddenly flung it wide open. No 
one was there! 

“Strange,” he muttered be- 
tween set teeth, nonchalently pick- 
ing a wasp out of his left eyebrow. 
He resumed his seat, but a blood- 
curdiing scream immediately 
caused him to regain his feet. He 
had sat on the baby! You won- 
der, gentle reader, how a baby 
happened to be in the Great De- 
fective's apartments? ‘There is 
no mystery about it. The baby 
was disguise No. 1397. 

Holding the child’s head in a 
bowl of coffee for an hour or so, 
Padlock Combs quickly strangled 
it, after which he carried the limp 
body with cat-like strides to an 
open window from which he flung 
it with fiendish strength at a pass- 
ing rabbi. 

Once more, having regained his 


OT for nothing did Padlock 
Combs read America’s Humor 
and the daily Lost-and-found ads. 
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Presents ANERICA’S RUMOR—a burlesque of itself! 


composure, he sat down, awaiting wrong. You are not looking for 


Apologies to 


Mr. Spiddleducker's face grew 


the knock which was sure to your bride. You have lost a cow.” white. “How do you know that?” 


TE 
NI 


come. İt always 
does. Sure enough, 
he was correct—for 
once in his life. Two 
gentle taps at the 
door, followed by 15 
or 20 loud knocks. 
The Great Detective 
rose suddenly, 
donned the uniform 
of an admiral of the 
Swiss Navy, and 
flung wide the door. 

A man entered. 
He was dressed in a 
suit made of twenty- 
dollar bills, his vest 
was covered with 
dollar-marks, and 
for a hat he wore a 
money bag. İn his 
right hand he carried 
a pair of ice-tongs 
which clutched a 
bale of Government 
Bonds. 

“Ah, come in,” 
said Padlock Combs. 
“I have been expect- 
ing you. You are 
the Marquis Dessaix, 
and you are looking 
for your lost bride, 
Antoinette.” 

Mr. Spiddleducker 
(for it happened to 
be Spiddleducker, 
the Milk King) start- 
ed visibly, that is, he 
started in a manner 
that could be ob- 
served with the 
naked eye. “An- 
toinette!’’ he gasped. 
“You have been ex- 
pecting me?” he 
queried, astonish- 
ment written all over 
his face. Even his 
hands expressed as- 
tonishment. They 
waved to and fro in 
an astonished man- 
ner. 

“Yes,” our hero 
responded, “but my 
first surmise was 


redolent of 
T-bone steaks 


gin; there 
was in the 
room that at- 
mosphere that 
surrounds 
those disgust- 
ingly healthy 


I 
1 


| 


have all they 
want and 
need. A pro- 
fessional. man, 
| with a double 
v chin and the 
| pointed beard 
Mi of his cult 

on each chin, 
stood contemplating a man in an overstuffed 
chair. The subject of the health examination, 
which had just taken place,.rubicond and jovial, 
sat in the chair, clear sparkling eyes taking wı 
everything; muscular arms rippling back and 
forth; scarlet lips half concealing firm white in- 
cisors and ‘bicuspids. By the side of the mai 
sat that cold beauty, his wife, her exquisite fez- 
tures as chaste as a cat pursued by eleven dogs, 
as divinely perfect, as eternally passive as the 
passive form of the verb “to was.” ey 

“There is no defect in his entire body,” said 
the doctor. “His nervous system would put the 
Bell telephone company to scorn. Your husband 
is in perfect health. I veritably believe, with his 
physique and his health, he could take a dose of 
powerful poison—say potassium cyanide or pre- 
war liquor—and yet not come anywhere near 
succumbing. Indeed, madam, he may take out 
this policy of ten million dollars, but I warn you 
both, that barring an accident, hell live to be a 
hundred.” He grinned supinely. 

Over the face of the beautiful woman there 
passed a quiver. Life seemed for the first time to 
leap into her lovely eyes. Her lips parting revealed 
nothing they had not revealed a moment ago. 
Then, with arms folded, she gazed appraisingly 
at this monstrosity of good health who bid fair 
to tag about her for the rest of her days. 

“To think of having him for another fifty 

years,’ she said grimly to herself. “Oy, what a 
ate.” 
: Leaping to her feet, she glanced wildly about 
her. The wall calender showed the date to be 
January 3514th, 1927. “By the Great Lord 
Harry” she gasped, “PUU do it!” 

No longer the queen who gains her power from 
aloofness, but the desprit woman trying to get rid 
of her mate by a new kind of weapon, she tore 
out of the room, returning in a moment with 
something in her hand. Ordering the doctor from 
the room, she bent over her husband, still pulsat- 
ing vibrantly with health. Whispering into his 
ear, she then rejoined the doctor outside. A 
moment later a gurgling noise called them in. 
The patient was ashen. On the floor lay that 
which she had brought to him. She picked it up 
and put it in his stiffening fingers. He looked 
up pleadingly at her, as if begging her to take 
the object away. Then a quiver passed over his 
body and—he lay back in his chair dead. As 
dead as the Volstead Law. 

“Impossible,” commented the doctor gravely. 
“His pulse has stopped, his body is cold, rigor 
mortis has set in. But how could he be so 
perfectly dead—this perfect specimen? What is 
it you have given him that has despatched him 
in this short space of time?” 

“It is,’ said the woman, now a leering goddess 
of putty, “that magazine known as AMERICA’S 
Rumor. I knew no creature of bone, flesh and 
blood could stand it.” 


The air was 


smothered in. 


K A people who. 


he asked, swinging 
the bale of bonds at 
the detective's head 
in his agitation. 

Padlock Combs 
smiled his superior 
smile. It was not for 
nothing that he had 
read the Lost and 
Found columns that 
morning as well as 
the pages of Amer- 
ica's Humor. “How 
do I know?” he said. 
“Several reasons af- 
firm my suspicions. 
First, your left pant- 
leg is worn from con- 
tinual rubbing on a 
milking stool. How- 
ever, there are no 
signs about you to 
show that you have 
done any milking re- 
cently. Also, the 
bluish tinge on your 
mustache shows that 
you buy your milk 
from the man who 
delivershere. Lastly, 
you were not cowed 
when you entered 
my presence. If any- 
thing, you were un- 
cowed. To con- 
clude, my first sur- 
mise was merely to 
test your composure, 
and you are Sig- 
mund X. Spiddle- 
ducker, the Milk 
King.” 

As he concluded, 
the Great Detective, 
with a flourish, re- 
moved the Swiss ad- 
miral costume, to 
which cunning ma- 
neuver, however, the 
Milk King paid not 
the slightest atten- 
tion, with the excep- 
tion of taking from 
(Continued on burlesque 
page 78 in America’s 

Rumor section 
of 
AMERICA’S HUMOR) 


Pages 10 & 11 
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AMERIC HUMOR 
Presents AMERICA’S RUMOR—a burlesque of itself! 


“Who was that lady I seen you with last night?” 
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Pat: “That was no lady, that was my brother with his new bell bottom trousers.” 


Put Down Two and Carry One 
“Who was that lady I saw you 
on the street with last night?” 
“That wasn't last night—it was 
this morning.” 


ORIGINAL 


Broadway Has No Subway 
KITTY—‘‘Who was that gen- 


tleman | saw you with last night?” 
BETTY—‘‘That was no gentle- 
man; that was a_ prohibition 


agent.” 


ORIGINAL 


Inasmuch As 
“What was that magazine | saw 
you with last night?” 
“That was no magazine. 
was Harper's Monthly.” 


ORIGINAL 


Try It on Your Victrola 
SMITH— “Who was that lady 
I saw you with last night?” 
BROS—"No speeka da Eng- 
lush vurra weli, 


That 


Advertise in The Chicago Tribune 
“Who was that lady | seen you 
with last night?” 
“That wasn’t my wife. That 
was a female robber I was giving 
my money to.” 


ORIGINAL 


Nebular Hypothesis 
“Who was that lady I seen you 
with last night?” 
“That wasn’t my wife. That 
was a boxer I was fightin’ with.” 


Mike: 
you kiss on the street last night?” 
Pat: “That was no lady I kissed on 
the street, I kissed her on the lips.” 
Drawn by Little Nell, 


“Who was that lady I seen 


Drawn by Big Nell. 


Four Lines to a Verse 

The children were playing 
marbles in the street. It hap- 
pened during the course of the 
game that Little Maxie, aged 3, 
won all of Little Mikie’s marbles. 
Whereupon the latter, aged 4, set 
upon the former, and striking him 
on the shoulder, cried so intelli- 
gently, “Da!” 


ORIGINAL 


Will the Roses Bloom Again? 

HE—‘‘Why does a chicken 
cross the road?” 

HAW—“That wasn’t no 


chicken; that was my wife.” 


ORIGINAL 


A Million Copies Sold 
“Who was that lady I seen you 
with last night?” 
“That was no lady. That was 
me dressed up like one—you 
were drunk and seein’ double.” 


ORIGINAL 


What Could Dempsey Expect? 
“Who was that lady you were 
with on the street last night?” 
“We weren't on the street, | 
was in the gutter,” 
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Without Beer or Flavor 


Tintinnabulitis of Persons 
Born in Utopia 


E YES right! Folks and soaks, throw your peepers 
on the likeness of Abel Epplesass, the singing 


Michigander who screws on Nut No. 4-11-44 in the 
plant of Hjenry Fjord. The caricature of Abel was 
done by none other than Nebuchadnezzar Nimble- 
This 


bozo Abel is responsible for a lot of loose nuts, 


neck, the new genius from Paris, Kentucky. 


whenever he starts thinking of the old days in Joliet- 
ivich, he becomes shaky and that's why your flivver 
is loose. Abel is third cousin (by Hollywood) to 


Alfred Ooofty, the Goulash King of Blds. Abel 


has a daughter (by the courts), who works in Valen- 
cia, Egypt, as a bullrush gatherer. Otherwise she 
could be making an honest living as a manicurist or 
checking hats at night clubs. This reminds me of 
a story told me by Will Codgers, that famous cow 
person. | heard it at a banquet of former inmates 
—that is, he said: “There was a young married 
We all laughed at this. 
Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Hal! Hal 


story told by the wag of our tier—er—lI mean dor- 


couple and it seems so.” 


Then there was the 


mitory. 


This one was told just before we all cried 
“Bye! Bye! Blackbird!’ Said he: Two English- 
men went out to Montana to see the wild west. 
One of the cow persons, seeing the Englishmen, 
rushed up to them and Bertie, one of the English- 
men, said to him: “Good morning." The cow 
“I regret that I have 
A hearty 


laugh (ha! hal) was soon indulged in by us after 


person laughed and replied: 


but one life to give to my country.” 


we studied it over in our painstaking way. 


But speaking of loose nuts reminds me naturally 
of the famous Tacna-Arican humorist, Hugo Toge- 
henna, who recently told me this amusing story at 


the annual banquet of the Royal Paregoric Society, 


of which I am a member. It seems that there was 
a Traveling Man who got caught in a rain and had 
to spend the night at a Farmer’s House. The Farm- 
Well, sir, in the 


middle of the night the old farmer woke up and 


ers Wife was a beautiful blonde. 
muttered to himself, “I smell a mouse!’ He got up 
and dressed. Then he went over to the ancient 
chest of drawers and pulling open one of the draw- 
ers, he found a dead field mouse; sure enough he 
did! 
Damon and Pythias. 


Then there is the story of the two Irishmen, 
It is said that they were in the 


clothing business in Emporia, Kansas, and burned 
We all make 
mistakes and the biggest mistake we are making this 
No. 4-11-44. 
subject have 
Scotch 

that 


the store just as a rain was starting. 


good day is tightening up Nut 
Indeed, 
extended to 

My 


great crowds assemble in Leicester Square every 


ideas on this 


England, 


agents 


my 
seat of our 


woolens! have reported 
Maunday Thursday, protesting against the dominant 
rule of Abel Epplesass. What remedy do I suggest? 
I have a plan in mind that will revolutionize our 
flivvering. But first let's not forget those starving 


Belgian blonde babies. 
My plan is still in the formulative stage; the 


Ask the man who married 
one! 
cocoon is nesting in my brain and I am letting the 


Down with Nut No. 4-11-44! Up 


with your hands! Are you with me or without me? 


eggs hatch. 


I ask to know. Thirty nuts a day keep the chiro- 
practor away. Don't sass the iceman! He may 
be your fraternity brother! Two's company and 
As ye fliv so 
DON'T 
LET MABEL GET LOOSE WITH ABEL! In 


other words, he who fights and runs away is the 


three's going to gather no moss. 


shall ye use Abel Epplesass loose nuts! 


best policy. 
Mammy! Mammy! 


Mont Hurst 


Pgaes 22 & 23 


“Well, make up your mind,” I was 
getting annoyed. ‘‘What is it to be— 
freeze or frizzle? Do I insure against 
chilblains or freckles?” 

He ignored my questions but came 
back with another. “Did you know 
that there is room on the human coun- 
tenance for 344,578 freckles without 
overlapping?” 

“That must mean very small freck- 
les,” I said. 

“No, standard size,” he assured me 
with an air of pity for my ignorance. 

“But what is standard size?” I in- 
sisted, “and who fixes the standard? 
I’ve seen freckles as big as three-penny 
bits—yes, as big as fourpence half- 
penny. Do you mean to tell me that 
you could plant three hundred thou- 
sand of those on one ordinary face?” 

“So they say.” 

“Who says s0?” 

“Scientists. I read it in The Tatler 
yesterday.” He spoke as if that set- 
tled it. 

And it did settle it for awhile. We 
walked on in silence. We were cross- 
-ing the road when he broke out again. 

“Do you know how many people 
were bumped by charabancs last year 
in Great Britain?” 

“Several, I should think,” I replied 
in a bored tone. 

“Exactly 17——"” Just then I 
jumped for safety. There was a honk, 
a slither of tyre on the roadway, and 


Robinson had almost raised the total 
for 1926 by one. 


He joined me on the pavement not 
at all shaken by the occurrence, his 
facts and figures correct to a fraction. 


“If all the motor-cars in Great 
Britain were placed end to end, what 
do you think it would look like?” he 
asked. 

“The Strand,” I suggested. 


“It would form a line reaching from 
Land’s End to Pudsey and back to 
Ealing Broadway, via Swadlincote. 
Think of it.” He beamed. 

“And,” he continued, “if all the 
petrol carried in those cars was placed 
in a large tank, and all the matches 
used in London in one day were struck 
simultaneously over that tank K 


“I know. Petrol would go up,” I 
interrupted. 
(Concluded on page 112) 
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Nick Carter’s 
Death Warrant 


(Continued from Harper’s Monthly) 


“Great heavens, we are lost!” 
cried Greer; “it is Nick Carter!” 

“Not yet!” exclaimed Louise, 
springing upon the officer with a 
knife which she had concealed in 
the folds of her dress. 

The detective had paid no at- 
tention to the girl's movements. 
Had he done so, the three rascals 
would not have stepped over his 
bleeding body as they left the 
room. 


CHAPTER V. 
THE BANKER’S DAUGHTER 


Nick Carter was found by one 
of the hotel employees, who noti- 
fied the clerk. 

Upon opening the dude's coat 
they saw the detective's badge. 

A doctor was sent for, who, 


after carefully examining the 
wound, declared it but a trivial 
one. 


Louise Calhoun had stabbed 
the officer in the neck, within half 
an inch of the artery; had her 
knife penetrated that, Nick Car- 
ters race would have been run. 

The wounded man was very 
weak from loss of blood, 


(Continued in the Saturday Evening 
Post) 
$ g 


Buffalo Bill on the 
Trail of Black 
Hawk 


(Continued from next month) 


sought her room, and, throwing 
herself upon her bed, burst into 
tears, while after a while she said 
earnestly: 

“Never will I wed that man, 
for death has canceled the debt 
my father owed him, and I will 
fly far from here, far from this 
hated spot.” 


CHAPTER X. 
A MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE 


There were ugly rumors float- 
ing around the camps of Gold- 
dust City, and the absence of 
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Buffalo Bill from the fort added 
to them. It was said that he had 
shot down Modoc Dan, the chief 
of the Gold Wolves, and Gringo, 
one of the band, he had killed. 

Bugle Bill was also missing, 
and known to have had the im- 
portant papers left by Kit, the 
Stranger. His disappearance was 
looked upon as mysterious, and 
somehow it was hinted that Buf- 
falo Bill was at the bottom of it. 

Parson Pete also had not been 
seen, and he had been last heard 
of as being with the scout. 

Something was wrong evident- 
İy, and the rumors, starting from 
no one knew where, continued to 
gain ground, and more, were 
added to these, until a clear case 
of murder seemed to be made out 
against Buffalo Bill. 

Mounting his horse, as the 
rumors grew deeper, and the talk 
of the miners more threaten- 
ing, Colonel Cadaver, the stern- 
faced landlord ef the 
Paradise Hotel, rode over to 


the camp of the Gold Wolves, de- 


(To be concluded in last month's issue) 
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Fair But False 


(Continued from page 0) 


“Öne moment,” he said. "You 
have slain me more cruelly by far 
than if you had given me a poi- 
soned wine cup. I do not curse 
you, I do not curse the fatal 
beauty that has destroyed me, the 
cold, treacherous heart that is 
more cruel than the heart of a 
tigress. I do not curse you; but, 
Lady Ethel Vyse, you must die 
some day, you must stand before 
the throne of the most high and 
most merciful God to be judged. 
I summon you to meet me there. 
1 will accuse you to a just God, 
not to men. We will stand face 
to face before the judgment seat; 
there you shall learn what your 
amusement has cost you, and 
me.” 

He turned away, never turn- 
ing once to look at the woman 
who had slain him. His words 
had struck her like a sudden 

(Concluded on page 0%) 
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\ ' A Burlesque on all Journalistic Satires! 
NE By Monty Hurst (the No Man) 


H 
a Tate mou 
, Roumani i Scree 


UMMER always happens in sinful Hollywood in the interview as soon as our heads cleared suffi- 

June, July and August! It is the season of ciently. His stuff was terrible. 
alibis on account of the rain. I was walking down “What is your real name?” I queried. 

Sunset Boule the “Amos Doolittle,” he truthfully replied. 
other day in company ; “Are you an actor?” was my next question. 
with Abraham “How should I know?” he smilingly replied. 
O’Brien, the famous “Where were you born?” I asked. 

- Roumanian actor and “Somewhere between Chicago and Milwaukee,” 
he saw a big mob of he answered. 
surging flivvers. To “Why are you 
illustrate the quick not positive?’ I 
wit of the famous asked him. 

‘film actor, quick as a “The place was 

-flash he said to me: raided at the time,” 


“Look at those fliv- truthfully replied «€ 


vers, Seth!” the great Thespian. 


This is just a little This here’s a pitcher of Zuleeka “Have you ever 
a ; Zoop, the famous Scandinavian film F 
illustration of the eye star who has made her entry into been on the stage? 
a Hollywood. She leaves a trail of 
for quick repartee he cracked and busted hearts all the I asked. 
way from Broadway to Skagway. 


hastelike dil of the: Tee ie css frente grill be kesi he said. 

other actors. anna mn e “What did you -> This here’s a pitcher of Isabella 
You can’t put any- FIRSTOFF DESEMBRE. play in?” : Dr ea ae te tute ene 

thing by these wise guys. “1 supported the Py gu*,her gli papal She anys 
‘Norma Pigford once remarked: . balcony in Romeo  Gr#néfather’s Soap. 
“You can fool some of the yokels all of the time and Juliet—played the devil in Another Man’s Wife 

‘and'so’s your aged pater!” Niftick, eh? and played the sweat-band in The Green Hat—and 

But the greatest kick then my last appear- 


‘1 got was when I in- 
terviewed Oswald 
Oyster, the noted and. 
beloved sheik of the 
- flickering celluloid. I 
went to his Moorish 
` cottage in the hillsides 
of Laurel Canyon and 
found him reclining 
on a couch read- 
ing a book,. called, 
“HOW TO BE AN 
“ACTOR” iin three 


ance on the boards 
was the Atmosphere 
in Bad Breath. 

“Aha — what led 
you into the fillums ?” 
I asked him. 

“Hunger,” he an- 
swered. 

“Are you married?” 
I gueried. 

“If this is Tuesday, 
I am not,” he said. . 

“What do you think 


This is a picture taken in Celluloid Canyon in Hollywood on the 
chapters. Fourth of July. From left to right the famous film actors in the of your fans and ad- 
EN in: de picture are: b i 
Stating my busi Susie Schmuck, Uriah Bulkhead, little Baby Boozer, mirers?” I asked. 
~ ness, we göt busy ‘with Geraldine Clunkneck, baby Flopear and Gertrude Gump 


{the ‘dense foliage hides tho stiil. itet. YOW) © (Concluded on page 112) 
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Jugo-Slavian Jocularities 


Translated for America’s Rumor from the Comic 
Weeklies of Siam by Robert Rump Wroast 
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THE MINISTER: ‘MacDou- 
gal, for a man that’s just won 
the new Packard automobile in 
the church raffle, you’re looking 
awful glum!” 

MAC: “Och, aye. But ye 
ken I bought twa tickets—an' 
the one what dinna win cost 
me twenty cents.” 


Peekin Peekout 


A Scotchman living on the 
outskirts of Chicago became en- 
gaged to a girl who got so fat 
that he wanted to break off the 
engagement. But the girl could- 
n’t get the ring off, so he had 


to marry her. 
Kachoo 


A Scotchman who was de- 
termined on committing suicide 
went into a drugstore and asked 
for ten cents worth of arsenic. 
The druggist inquired what he 
wanted it for. The Scotchman 
replied, “A nickel.” 


Chug Chug Chug 


Y.N 
DT 
HOVPIN 


Dy 
NI 
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An English tourist in the 
Highlands during wet weather 
said to an old boatman: “An- 
gus, do you know where I could 


get a mackintosh for my 
daughter ?” 
“I do not,” said Angus, “but 


there’s a fine yoong Macdonald 
up yonder, and he’s a bachelor. 
Maybe he’d suit the young lady.” 


Bangkok Bung 


SANDY (at the movies): “I 
say, meester, will ye tickle me 
when the funny picture comes 


on?” 

HIS NEIGHBOR: “What’s 
the idea?” 

SANDY: “TIl no’ hae it said 


a Sece ia has nae sense of 


oT he Why Em See Aye 


The auctioneer, who had been 
whispering excitedly to a gen- 
tleman amongst his audience, 
held up a pale hand for silence. 

“Gentlemen,” he said, “I wish 
to announce that yesterday a 
certain gentleman had the mis- 
fortune to lose his wallet con- 
taining one thousand dollars. I 
have just seen his clerk and he 
tells me that a reward of two 
hundred and fifty dollars will 
be given to anyone returning 
same.’ 

After a short silence a gentle- 
man with a plaid tam-o-shanter 
was heard to murmur: 

“Twa-hoonderd an’ feefty-five.” 


The Seam of Siam 


; U M * 
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An 
Excruciatingiy 
Funny Cricket 

Story from 

Jolly 

Old England 


A country umpire, 
when his own side 
were batting, gave a 
man in, who was pal- 
pably caught at the 
wicket. The wicket- 
keeper told the um- 
pire that he knew 
nothing about cricket. 
The umpire said lit- 
tle in reply, but pres- 
ently, when the other 
side were in and his 
friend, the wicket- 
keeper was batting, 
the latter was ap- 
pealed to as being 
run out, although it 
was plain that he was 
weli in. “Out 
shouted the umpire, 
and added, looking 
savagely at the bats- 
man, “I’ll teach you 
whether I know owt 
about cricket or not.” 


—Funny Cricket Yarns, 
London. 
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I Notice That They 
MILLER—I notice that they 


are to have a colored review at 
the Oliver Theater soon. 

MUELLER — Yes, and the 
managers expect a dark house 
too. 


Oh! Oh! Oh! 
* R F 


Farmer Brown Says that a Horse 
Farmer Brown says that a horse 
is cheaper than an auto, because a 


horse won't eat a bit. 


Oh! Oh! Oh! 
RL A 


What Kind of Money? 
HE—What kind of money is 
preferred by old maids? 
SHE—Matrimony. 


Oh! Oh! Oh! 
# b 


You Better Watch the Cherry 
Trees 

MRS. WASHINGTON—Y ou 
better watch the cherry trees this 
morning. 

MR. WASHINGTON — Why 
so? 
MRS. WASHINGTON—Little 


George has a hacking cough. 


Oh! Oh! Oh! 
E XX F 


Doesn’t This High Flying Get on 
Your Nerves? 
BURLESQUE CLIPPED JOKES 

JESTER (to aviator)—Doesn't 
this high flying get on your 
nerves? 

AVIATOR—Well, it makes 
me soar every time I leave the 


hangar. 


Oh! Oh! Oh! 
code ese 


It Must Take a Lot of Dough 


It must take a lot of dough to 


run some of these big bakeries. 
On! Oh! On! 


KEPT OUT OF ALL “THE PUBLICATIONS “OF THE WORLD 


Why Did Your Pop Say? 

“Why did your pop say | re- 
minded him of a telescope?” 

“Because you're so easy to see 
through and you magnify every- 


thing so.” 
Oh! Oh! Oh! 
s s F 


This Is Where You Get Stuck 
“This is where you get stuck,” 
warned the M. D. as he injected 


the serum. 
Oh! Oh! Oh! 


e ¢ 
I Hear a Swimmer 
“I hear a swimmer is suing his 
wife.” 


“I see—a bathing suit.” 
Oh! Oh! Oh! 


8 o $ & 
The Rolled Oats Manufacturers 
The rolled oats manufacturers 
have suggested to the Prince of 
Wales that he feed his horses on 
rolled oats. Probably to roll him 


off instead of throwing him. 
Oh! Oh! Oh! 


POOR MISUNDERSTOOD SALESMAN: 
service?” 
CHIEF SITTIN’ OX: 


a on with the burlesque. 


That Sailor’s a Card 
“That sailor's a card.” 
‘Yes, that comes from his asso- 


ciation with decks.” 
Oh! Oh! Oh! 


SG Ee RS 


And this Ain’t no Joke at All! 

It’s just a sort o' explanation by 
th’ Editor o’ AMERICA’s RUMOR 
about them awful jokes above. 
To tell you th’ truth, folks, a fair 
proportion o" them monstrosities 
really did see publication, but 
we re a gent (see Webster: a gent 
has the coin of a gentleman but 
don't know how to enter a parlor) 
and professional ethics forbids our 
mentioning where we plucked 'em 
from. Sufficient be it that if any 
Ed writes in indignantly demand- 
in’ that his publication be credit- 
ed, we'll do it. And now let’s go 
Phew! 


And thrice phew! 


“Are you going to the health 


‘4s that next Sunday?” 


Mississinnohowa Whine, 
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ictures By 
Hell Rausmittem 


Mrs. Winkenoff—A perfect lady 
who has a sinister reputation around 
Moscow as a vegetable digger. 

Mr. Winkenoff—Her husband. 

Blinkenoff—A part of the plot. 

Nodsky—A_ heavyweight lover. 

Annynetovich—The maid. 

SCENE: A very nice room in the 
Winkenoff Home, Moscow, some time 
in the year 1927. Doors, windows, 
cold air and furniture are scattered 
about. At the rise of curtain Mrs. 
Winkenoff is discovered reading the 
Swedish edition of last year’s AMER- 
1cA’s Humor. She is undressed in a 
pair of Russian boots, a dress train, a 
breech-cloth, a pair of earrings, a bored 
expression and a desire to be loved. A 
door bell rings. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Annynetovich! See who is at the 
dorsky. 

Annynetovich—(Enters from some place. She is garbed 
in two maid’s aprons; one fore, the other aft. She wears 
French heeled shoes, a sweater and a flush.) Did Madam 
callovich? 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Someone rings the bellsky. (The 
maid goes out.) Ah, something tells me that it is my 
Nodsky. Be stillsky my fluttering heartovich, be stillsky. 

Annynetovich— (Re-enters all of a flutter.) | Oh, 
Madam! It is none other. It is hesky. It’s Captain 
Nodsky of the Soviet Army. 
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Mrs. Winkeno— Hush! Foolsky. Remember you 


have seen nothingowich. 


Annynetovich—Fear not. Madam’s lovers are safe with 
me. I am as dumb asa clamsky....He comes! Captain 
Nodsky! 

Nodsky—(Enters. He wears boots, a monocle, a great 
sword and cape, a soldier’s hat and leopard skin trunks.) 
Madam, I greet you. 

Mrs. Winkenof—You have come. My Nodsky! 
Annynetovich, take the Captain’s hat. (Annynetovich 
takes his hat, which she places on the table.) Now you 
may gosky. 


Pages 16 & 17 


C OME with me, my ownsky,” 
Mr. Nodsky pleaded to Mrs. 
Winkenoff. “Let us go away to that 
far city of Chicago, that most frag- 
rant of all cities. There I will build 
a palace for you. I may even be able 
to buy you a chemise.” 


(Annynetovich goes out. Nodsky looks after her with 
an air of suspicion.) 

Nodsky—I do not like that wench, my lovesky. 

Mrs. Winkenof—Have no fear, she is to be trusted. 

Nodsky—Nevertheless there is something about her 
which I do not fancy. For a servant, I think she is a little 
bit too much exposed. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—What is one to do? ‘These are the 
days of the Soviets. Clothing is at a premium. Ah, my 
Alexis, let us talk of other thingskies. 

Nodsky—We are alone? 
Mrs. Winkenoff—Quite alonesky. 
Nodsky—Where is your husband? 

Mrs. Winkenoff—He is attending a director’s meeting. 

Today they are declaring a dividend of a dozen eggs. 
Nodsky—He is fortunate. Your husband will soon be 

a man of wealth, my lovesky. Already I have heard it 

rumored that he secretly owns a string of link sausage, and 
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Digger W. Dipğer 


From an Itching by 


Dugald C. Duggan 
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more than a dozen boxes of sardines. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—(Jn great alarm.) 
Hush! my dearsky. Not so loud- 
ovich! One never knows when one of 
the proletariat is near and listening. If 
Stalin or his assistants themselves knew 
that there existed so much as one can 
of sardines in Holy Russia, I am sure 
they would stop at nothing to gain possession of it. They 
might even sell us into the hands of the Americans. 

Nodsky—My God! my lovesky, what a morbid mind 
you have today. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Forgive me. 


Nodsky—(As he takes her in his arms.) —There is 
nothing to forgivesky. I called to tell you newsky. You 
know that I only took this commission so that I might escape 
the factory. 


Mrs. Winkenoff—Y ou were wise, my Alexis. 

Nodsky—See what Lenine and Trotsky did to that great 
American, Emma Goldman. They took so wonderful a 
mind and put her to work cleaning the streets. What do 
you think of that? 

Mrs. Winkenoff—You have said a shovelful, my 
lovesky. 

Nodsky—Soon I will be sent to the border. Once ‘here 

(Continued on page 108) 
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THE LADY COMEDIAN (before the veğe- 
tables begin to fly): “Now tell me, Juniper, 
why didn’t your daughter marry that Austrian 
nobleman >” 


THE GENT COMEDIAN (before the vegetables 
reach the stage): “Well you see, Ermintrude, | 
had always told her never to take a bad Czech.” 


Overdrawn by C. O. Longabaugh; 
Lines by the Moscow Kid, 


Apologies to 
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A Bride from the 
Sea 
(Continued from next page) 
‘Quick, men, as you value your 
lives! Quick!” cried Captain 
Hardross. 
One by one the exhausted sail- 


ors dropped into the boat. 
“No more!” cried the man in 


charge. ‘We shall hardly land 
with these. The boat is over- 
laden. Quick, Captain Hard- 
ross!” 


“Is every soul on board taken 
off?” cried the captain; and then 
the feeble voice of a half-drowned 
man cried— 


“Sir Gordon is not here!” 


“What Sir Gordon?” thun- 
dered the captain. 
“Sir Gordon Clanalpen,” was 


the reply. 

The next moment we two who 
had parted in hatred and envy 
stood amid the darkness of night, 
on the roaring seas, close to death, 
face to face. 

“Sir Gordon,” he cried, “‘is it 
you?” 

“Leave me where I am, cap- 
tain,” I replied. “I am tired of 
my life, and shall not thank you to 
save it. I heard what the men 
said. There is room for one in 
the life-boat—there is not room 
for two. Take your place.” 

He recoiled a step. 

“One word of Lady Gwendolin 
before you go,” I cried—‘‘one 
word! Is she living and well?” 

“She is living and miserable,” 
he said quickly. “Listen, Sir Gor- 
don. She has never been happy 
one moment since—you under- 
stand. Now you can make her 
happy because she loves you. P 
cannot. For her sweet sake I save 
your life and I lose my own.” 

Before I could speak, before I 
could remonstrate, he had grasped 
me in his powerful arms and 


dropped me into the boat. 
“Row, 


men, row for your 
lives!” he cried. “You can - 
return for me!” But, as he 
said the words, he knew 


(Concluded on previous page) 
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Sophia Mendenhall was struck 
by lightning Tuesday but was not 


seriously hurt. Many think it was 
caused by the steel in her hoop 
skirts acting as a magnet. 

e 8 & 

Some pilferer has been attend- 
ing public gatherings lately and 
helping himself to buggy-whips. 
We hope he may be caught and 
dealt with severely. It is very an- 
noying to have one’s whip stolen. 

a 8 $ 

A young lady dressed in tights 
jumped out of a balloon at the 
county fair Wednesday and came 
down safely in a new-fangled con- 
traption called a parachute. It 
was very thrilling and many held 
their breath until she was safely 
landed. 

e p F 

Winifred Torrey came home 
from her music school over the 
holidays and rendered some beau- 
tiful selections at the charity con- 
cert. She brought the latest hits 
including “After the Ball,” “Play 
in Your Own Back Yard,” and 
*“Teasing”' which were well re- 
ceived. Come again Winifred. 

* 8 8 

Russell Burke is having some 
trouble with the men who put the 
lightning rods on his house and 
barn. There was a misunder- 
standing about the price per point 
and the strangers acted very im- 
pudent but we guess Russ can 
hold his own with any of them. 
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Lafe Owens has laid away his 
grain cradle and purchased a 
reaping machine which cuts oats, 
wheat, etc., as fast as a team can 
walk. Lafe will hire out to cut 
for any one desiring him and the 
machine at so much per acre. 

» 8. *® 


Orpus Hunt is home on a fur- 
lough and will rejoin his regiment 
at Cemetery Ridge soon. Orpus 
thinks the war will soon be over 
and we will all be glad of it. 

* 


Adam Burton made a birthday 
present of a fine, new lamp to 
Mrs. Burton last week. It burns 
some sort of vapor and is much 
brighter than the light made by oil 
and a wick. If they prove safe 
we predict many more will be 
seen in this part of the country 
soon. 

4 a & 


A new distillery is being built 
by some parties from Cincinnati. 
This will make the fourth one for 
this community and speaks well 
for business activity here. 

E & 


The Rumble boys, John and 
Fred, have purchased a bicycle 
that has two seats and two sets of 
pedals so both can ride at the 
same time and they clip along the 
road at a fast gait. It looks just 
a little dangerous but speed seems 


to be the order of the day. 
Griff Crawford. 
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AMERICA’S HUMOR 
Presents AMERICA’S RUMOR—a burlesque of itself! 


If all the chewing gum 
found under chairs was 
rolled into one great gob 


of wax nobody could 
chew it except campaign 


orators. 
% $ % 


If all the fuzzy-wuzzy 
dogs inflicted on Holly- 
wood were compressed 
into one unit, it could be 
used to wash a window 
four miles square. 


za XX & 


If all of the bald heads 
were assembled together, 
we could use those shiny 


beans to signal Mars with. 


If all of the discarded garters were made into one 
huge piece of elastic you could make a sling shot 


that would 


shoot the rock 


of Gibraltar from 


Emporia, Kansas, to Johannesburg, So. Africa. 


$ 


* & 


If all the shorthand notes of Classy stenos were 
put together, they would just about reach from the 
top of this page to a point one inch from there. 


% 


* R 


If all the extras who admitted Mary Pickford re- 
sembled them, were given $92.46, they'd probably 


go home. 
% 
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If all the cars in Hollywood that are unmono- 
gramed were placed end to end, they would reach 
from Minneapolis to St. Paul. 


% 
If all the hootch hounds 
and home brewers were 
rounded up it is doubtful 
if enough people would 
be left to guard them. 
$t 8 3 


If a census of all the 
original members of the 
Floradora Sextet in Holly- 
wood were taken, ' it 
would fill three books as 
‘large as H. G. Wells’ 
“Outline of History.” 

% 


Zx g 


If all the people in 
Hollywood who are as 
wicked as everyone thinks 
they are were placed in a 
brewery, they'd probably 
both get intoxicated. 


e R 


If all the Baby Stars 
under 32 years of age 
were grouped together, 
they would be able to 
play Pinochle in the closet 


of a New York kitchenet. 
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Lady Ethel’s Revenge 


(Continued from page ump) 


Ah, God help him—how 
happy he was! 

There, with the sun shining full 
upon it, stood the stately old 
castle, the shrine that held the 
wondrous jewel. He suddenly re- 
membered Di's pretty shyness, 
and smiled to himself. 

“There are gentlemen of God's 
own making,” he said, reverent- 
ly; “I will try to be one of those.” 

Ten minutes later he was in the 
‘blue drawing-room, where the 
two easels stood side 
by side. He looked 
around him, and he 
was alone. 

“That is to be my 
paradise,” he said to 
himself; “here I shall 
sit and watch that 
beauty such as never 
woman wore, sit and 
listen to that voice 
that is sweeter than 
the love notes of a 
cushat dove. This 
room is a shrine, a 
temple.” 

But, alas! for him 
it was a tomb—the 
tomb of his man- 
hood, his truth, and 
his genius! Another 
minute, and the door 
slowly opened. His 
heart gave one great 
bound, then 
still. 

It. was only a serv- 
ant bringing a large 
portfolio, which he 
laid upon the table. 

“My lady will be with you di- 
rectly, sir,” he said, “and then—”"’ 

He saw and heard no more 
until she came in, more danger- 
ously lovely in her simple morning 
‘costume than in her evening-dress 
and jewels—a white dress of 
some flowing material, showing 
_the graceful, stately figure to the 
utmost advantage, displaying 
. every graceful line and curve, a 
blush rose fastened in the. bodice, 
her rippling hair brushed back 


stood 


from the white brow and falling in 
a thousand waves on her graceful 
neck and shoulders, a slight flush 
on her peerless face, and her eyes 
bright with gracious welcome. 

She held out her hand in greet- 
ing to him. He touched it, and the 
slight touch ran like fire through 
his veins. 

“I have sent in my folio of 
drawings, Mr. Lyndon,” she said, 
“thinking you would like to see 
what progress I have made. Will 


you sit down here and look over 
them?” 
They sat down together, side 


by side. She took the drawings 
and pointed them out to him. 
The perfume from her hair and 
the rose in her bodice reached 
him. 

The drawings were good. He 
told her the truth. She had true 
artistic talent, but she was care- 
less; and without care she could 
never succeed. 

“You have a bold, vigorous 
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touch,” he said; “but you want 
study and practice.” 

His truth pleased her, flattered 
beauty as she was. 

“I will have study and practice 
both under your tuition,” she re- 
plied. “I must do credit to my 
master.” 

And she thought, with a proud 
smile, that in very truth her mas- 
ter was her slave. 

“Copy this,” he said, taking a 
drawing from the folio and plac- 
ing it before her. 

He prepared her pencils, she 
looking on the while, with a quiet 
smile. Then she be- 
gan. He tried to do 
his best, he did in- 
deed. 

The white, slender 
fingers that held the 
pencils had the dain- 
tiest rose flush. How 
could he help follow- 
ing them, looking at 
them, watching 
them? 

The glorious face 
was so near to him. 
He drank in poison 
with every breath of 
that sweet summer 
morning — the most 
subtle and deadly 
poison man can 
drink. 

(Continued in the Jour- 
nal of the American 
Ridicule Association) 
e 8 & 
Considerate, ’Tis 
Said 

Little Joey, aged 
6 was taken to visit 
his grandmother, and stayed for 
dinner. As the soup was being 
served and the conversation 
ceased for a moment, Joey rose 
up in his seat and said so cutely 
and wittily, “Fish.” 

ORIGINAL 
So They Hired a Circulation 
Manager 

“Who was that little girl I saw 
you with last night?” 

“That was no little girl. That 
was my Wife, after she had her 
face lifted." 
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Size 28 to 
Size 49 


Shenshational Clearance of 
MEN’S 
Com $1.85 


Wear one of these smoke-smelling, self-pro- 
pelling, moth consumed suits and 
you will never wear another 


REGULAR $2.50 VALUES 
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Don Louis 
started at the 
sound of this 
voice, which he 
recognized at 
once. 


“Valentine!” 
he exclaimed 
with emotion. 


“By Jove!” 
the other said 
gaily, as he 
threw off his 
cloak, “I sup- 
pose you 
thought I was 
dead?” 


“And do you 
not recognize 
me, Senor Don 
Louis?'' the 
second person 
said, also throw- 


Open all night, Sunday, also Christmas and 
New 


Year’s 


Nathan and Mencken 


GEORGE JEAN NATHAN— 
Who was that lady I seen you with 
last night > 

H. L. MENCKEN—Why, that 
was no lady; that wae just my old 


hatrack. 
$ % % 


The Count’s 
Revenge 


(Continued from the Hook Review 
Section) 

The count sprang up on hearing 

a rap at the door of his house. 

“Who can come at this hour,” 
he muttered. “I expect nobody.” 

And he went to the door and 
opened it. Three men entered, 
wrapped closely in their cloaks. 
The darkness in the room pre- 
vented Don Louis recognizing 
their features, which were, be- 
sides, half hidden by the brims of 
their sombreros. 

“Good evening, gentlemen," 
he said to them. “Who are you, 
and what would you with me?” 

4“Oh, oh!” one of the new com- 
ers said with a laugh. “By Jupi- 
ter! that is a very dry reception.” 


ing off his 
cloak. 

“Don Cor- 
nelio, my friend, you are wel- 
come.” 

“That's right,” Valentine went 
on; “we are beginning to under- 
stand one another at last— that is 
fortunate. Were you going out?” 

“Yes, but for no urgent mat- 
ter.” 

“I do not disturb you, then?" 

“On the contrary, sit down and 
let us talk.” 

“Al right.” 

“Have you supped?” 

“Not yet; and you?" 

“Nor I either. That is capital 
—we will sup here together. In 
that way we 
can say what 
welike, and 
not fear listen- 
ers, unless you 
prefer going to 
the hotel.” 

“St! deuce 
take me if | 
care about it. 
Let us sup here, 
my boy; it will 
be better in ev- 
ery way.” 

““Ehat-iğ 
what I thought. 


es 
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Apologies to 


Let me give some orders, and | 
shall be at your service.” 

Louis went out. 

“Ouf!” Valentine said, stretch- 
ing himself in an easy chair, “lam 
beginning to get tired. How do 
you feel, Don Cornelio?” 

“11” the latter replied with a 
sigh. “I can move neither arm 
nor leg. I walk about like a som- 
nambulist.” 

“Nonsense! such a stout fellow 
as you.” 

“Stout as you please—do you 
know we have not been to bed or 
to sleep for seven nights?" 

“Do you think so?” the French- 
man said carelessly. 

“Capa de Dios! do | think so? 
I am sure of it. The proof of it 
is, that in those seven days we 
rode three hundred leagues, and 
killed ten horses.” 


(Concluded in the Cutey Department) 
$ g F 


Red Cedar, the 
Terror of the 
Plains 


(Continued sooner if not before) 
“My daughter,” he groaned. 


“Percival, restore my daughter 
to me!” 


The hunter pressed him to his 
manly breast. 

“Courage, poor father,” he 
said to him. “Couragel" 

But the haciendero no longer 
heard him; grief had at length 
overpowered him and he fainted 
away. 


(Continued on page 80 America’s 
Rumor) 


NOISELESS 
TYPEWRITERS 


Invention for Mr. 
Tired Business 
Man. 
Don’t let Your 
Stenog Dictate 
to You: You 
Do the Dictat- 
ing! 

“Ask the Man who 

Owns One” 
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Jiff You Like It 


(Continued from page 58) 


his pocket a lone noodle and fon- 
dling it as one would an oyster. 
Then he asked, “And who are 
you?” 

“Why, 1,” said Combs, “am Pad- 
lock Combs, the” and he became 
flustered in his astonishment, 
“—the Great Dyspeptic—Detec- 
tive, and as | said before, you are 
Spiddleducker, the Milk King.” 

“I had an intuition you were 
Padlock Combs,” said Spiddle- 
ducker, “I saw your name on the 
door. I, alas, am milking no 
longer.” 

“What?” exclaimed the Great 
Detective, “you are Milk King no 
longer?” and in his surprise he 


is something more than an ex- 
Russian prince back of this,” he 
moaned. Let me have the de- 
tails.” So saying he pulled his hat 
down over his eyes, that the Milk 
King might not notice him sleep- 
ing, and settled back in his chair. 

“It was last year at this time,” 
commenced Mr. Spiddleducker, 
“that we first noticed something 
queer in Antoinette’s behaviour. 
Hitherto, she had given 900 gal- 
lons of milk daily. From this 
quantity we manufactured 1,500 
gallons of milk for our customers, 
100 pounds of cheese, and 400 
pounds of butter. Suddenly, her 
output dropped to a mere 500 
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Apologies to 


weep. (I have always wondered, 


' gentle reader, why the weak men 


never weep.) 

At last, after wiping his eyes on 
the Great Detective’s dressing 
gown, Spiddleducker resumed, 
“Three mornings ago, as I drew 
on my overalls and stepped into 
the limburger cheese vat, I hap- 
pened to glance into Antoinette's 
stall. Imagine my horror and sur- 
prise at seeing a strange cow in 
the place of our beloved Antoin- 
ette! Instead of Antoinette's 
sleek brown skin, a horrid, green- 
colored bovine occupied her stall. 
I was fumdounded. Experts 
from all over the country were 
called in, but they could tell me 
nothing. We even hired a Con- 
gressman, but he could tell me 
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The Mose Johnsons were separated. And, knowing that Mrs. Johnson was not at home, a neighbor 
woman decided to investigate, when she saw Mose slip stealthily over the back fence and disappear into 
the kitchen. Hurrying around to the gate, she met him emerging with a washtub tightly clasped in his 
arms and trailing a washboard and wringer behind him.” 

“See heah, man,” she demanded suspiciously. “Whut yo’ gwine to do wid dem?” 

“Hock ’em,” was the determined reply. “Dat ’oman ain’t gwine to vamp no other cullud man wid 


mah weddin’ presents!” 


squeezed a sheet of paper in his 
hand with almost strength enough 
to crush it. 

“Oh, yes,” answered Spiddle- 
ducker, “I am still Milk King, but 
I am milking no longer since An- 
toinette lefi us.” 

Padlock Comb’s brow cleared. 
What it cleared does not concern 
us—anyway, it cleared. “Tell me 
of her death,” he whispered in 
calm tones. 

“She did not die,” 
ducker cried. 
napped,” he 
cally. 

The detective said nothing for 
the next hour as he pondered this 
startling statement, then: “There 


Spiddle- 
“She— was— kid- 
finished dramati- 


gallons. This was not nearly 
enough for our regular customers, 
to say nothing of the supply for 
my own family. Little Adolph, 
my son, will eat nothing without 
first drinking a glass of Antoin- 
ette's milk. It is now nine months 
since | have been able to afford 
to give him his milk and during 
that time he has gone without 
food. Another week, and he will 
die of starvation.” At this point 
in his story, the Milk King burst 
into tears with a violent burst. 
Frame-wracking sobs shook his 
entire body and completely 
drowned the snores of the Great 
Detective. It was a time such as 
one reads of, when strong men 


nothing, too.” Again the flood 
of briny tears. "Ah, poor An- 
toinette, everybody loved her, 
everyone talked to her. Why, 
when she walked down the lane, 
even the daisies nodded. Pad- 
lock Combs,” Spiddleducker 
cried, each word issuing from his 
quivering lips, like the report of 
a pistol shot, “recover Antoinette, 
and all these bonds are yours.” 
He indicated the bonds which he 
held in the ice-tongs. 

At this the Great Detective 
awakened. “Set them in the 
grate,” he said wearily, “I can't 
have my apartment cluttered with 
rubbish.” Then he continued, 


(Concluded on page 112) 
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America’s Rumor Bi-Centennial 


Big $1.51 Art Contest 


Hard Contest Editor, America’s Rumor Bi-Centennial, 


Hogan’s Flop, Chicago. 
Please enter this as .... 
SKETCH NO. 4339 


Officious Ballot No. 5(x--yz2)"** 


votes for 


I haye repeated at other elections............ 
Grandmother fought with Custer............. 


With the understanding that any previous bullets fired by me at 
any of the contestants shall count as a deed nobly, nobly done. 
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s................... 


.................... 


Run Your Scissors Around 


This Ballot and Help These 
Promising Boys Along 


yel Meh M 


“Give me a sentence, Mabel, 
using Apaches?” 

“He had Apaches (patches) 
on his trousers.” 


No. 6221 


Art Contest, 


among the 
acceptances 
in the $1.51 
and drawed by 
John Held, Jr., of New York 
village. Help John grab the 
pm money by voting twice for 


They've Originated Their 
Steaks in America's 
Rumor's $1.51 
Contest 


EAR Contestants in AMER- 
ICA’S RUMOR’S $1.51 art 
contest—will it interest you to 
know that we’re starting a NEW 
contest? No? We thought not. 
However, don’t go yet. The main 
prize is to be a quart of Ed. 
Pinaud’s encased in a concrete 
nursing bottle equipped with a 
genuine solid cast-iron nipple. 
Think of how it will tease you to 
monkey with that combination. 
Now here’s the contest: we want 
actual photographs of things 
that have never happened, and 
never will happen! Show us 
that snapshot you took of Flo 
Ziegfeld passing through the Old 
Ladies’ Home at Oak Forest, 
Chicago, picking his next Follies 
(Concluded on page 117) 


“Why do you like to go out 
with actors?” 
“They always have a role 


(roll).” 
among the 
No. 4339 yiye 
Art Contest, and drawed by 


Russell Patterson of Chicago 
village. Help Russ win this 
prize. 
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“I’ve got a steady 
position now” 


“A most lucky day it was,” writes 
Mr. Buck McCarty who lives at room 
100998, Hotel Joliet, Illinois, “when I 
filled out that coupon and mailed it in 
to the advertisers. It was the best thing 
I ever did. 


“I was a bit skeptical at the time, 
but when I found that I was steadily 
going ahead of my fellow safe-blowers, 
and that- my receipts were increasing, 
I realized the value of N.C.S. training. 
I now have a neat pile stacked away, 
my salary is steady and what is more, 
I have a contract in my present business 
for ten years. 


“Really it’s wonderful how spare-time 
study—in your own home and at your 
own time—helps a man to get on! 


For 41% years the National Corringspon- 
dinks School ‘as been ‘elping men to h’achieve 
some measure of success. Tens and dozens of 
'appy careers ’ave been made brighter, ’appier 
and more prosperous through using the N.C.S. 
coupon, 


You, too, by studying in your own 
time, can qualify for the position you 
want in the crookedness you like best. 
All we ask is the chance to prove it. 
Without cost, without obligation, with- 
out any brains, or sense, just mark this 
coupon and send to us by freight. 


USE THIS COUPON 
National Correspondence School 
61 Rue Paris, Mexico, Missouri 
Please send me your encyclopedia of 189 
volumes containing part of the particulars of 
the Course of Corrinkspondenks Training be- 


fore which I have marked three triple-X’s.. I 
take all the chances, 


Safe-blowing 
Hooch-making 
Pocket picking 
Bootlegger's sales 


Auto thieving 
Murder 
Course A—Shooting 
Course B—Poisoning 
management Course C—Stabbing 
House burglary Matrimonial swindling 
Fake oll stock promotion 


The N.C.S. have 357 more courses of study like 
the above. If your specialty is not in the 
above wite ity hele, irsi e ki, To 
all who reply before October 30, we will send 
a Special pamphlet showing the latest methods 
of oozing out of jail. 
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Red Cedar, the 


Terror of the 
Plains 


(Continued from Review of Reviews) 

“Oh!” Percival said, “Red 
Cedar, you viper, shall I never 
succeed in putting my heel on 
your chest!” 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE SCALP-DANCE 
WHEN the combat was at an end, 
the Commanches busied themselves 
in repairing the ravages caused by 
the Apache attack. Though their 
losses were great, they were not 
so serious as might be supposed; 
because, as the season was already 
far advanced, they had sent the 
larger portion of their property to 
the winter village. This accident- 
al circumstance saved the greater 
part of their wealth. 


On the other hand, the 
Apaches had been in such haste, 
and the defense had been so 
promptly organized and obsti- 
nate, that they had found no time 
to plunder. Although all the 
callis were reduced to ashes, that 
damage was trifling, and could be 
repaired in a few days. 

The most serious part of the af- 
fair was the loss of some twenty 
warriors, who had courageously 
fallen in the defense of their 
homes. Several women and chil- 
dren had also fallen; but the 
Apaches had suffered a far great- 
er loss. Without counting more 
than eighty warriors killed during 
the rout, Black Cat and six other 
Apache warriors had fallen alive 
into the power of their adver- 
sarles. 

“What does my brother intend 
to do with his prisoners?” Uni- 
corn asked Ethelbert, our hero. 

“My brother need not feel 
anxious about them,” the latter 
answered; “they are Whites, and 
I intend disposing of them as | 
think proper.” 

“It shall be done as my brother 
desires.” 


“Thanks, Chief,” Ethelbert re- 
plied, “I should feel obliged, how- 


Apologies to page 130 


ever, by your lending me two or 
three warriors to guard them.” 


(To be concluded yesterday) 
E E 


The Fatal Lillies 


(Discontinued from page 1834) 
would come right in time. He 
held out his hand to her, his 
honest handsome face full of emo- 
tion. 

“Lady Cumnor,” he said, “let 
there be peace between us. Why 
should there be war? We shall 
have to live together all our lives, 
Let us try to understand each 
other.” 

She smiled at the notion. She 
did not think their lives would be 
spent together. It did not seem 
very probable to her. She 
touched his extended hand with 
her cold jeweled fingers. 

“You must remember what | 
have said. I am absolute mis- 
tress, and | can allow no orders to 
be given here until I have been 
consulted. While you remember 
that, we shall be friends; when 
you forget it—make no mistake 
—we shall be foes.” 

She went away with a smile on 
her lips. She understood the 
noble impetuous character of the 
young man quite well. He would 
never submit to her rule. He 
would leave home some day in 
hot anger. She would see that he 
never returned, and that her son, 
Hugh, became the master of 
Larchton Mere. 

(Concluded on payes 79, 13, 24, 16% 


and 83 
gre 2502, 


The Shadow of 
a Sin 


(Continued from Knowledge Humor) 

She had kept her grasp of his 
arm; now her lissom fingers slid 
down his coat-sleeve and she 
clasped his hard hand between 
both of hers. 

“Ye bid me speak, then. I tell 
ye, Jack Walker, as sure as there's 
a heaven above us and a hell be- 
neath our foot, you go to your 
ruin if ye seek to wed wiv Elsbeth 
Filey.” 

(Concluded. in Dew Ðrans) 


Nice Fresh Post Holes 
for Sale 


Just received the bankruptcy stock of a big 
post hole manufacturer, and can offer them 
to you at greatly reduced prices. 


These are patent holes, that fit into the 
ground anywhere. Saves the bother and 
work of digging. They come in all sizes, and 
are ready to set into the ground. 


Save the nuisance of digging by 
the old-fashioned way. Simply 
place the patent hole where it is to 
go. 


PATENT POST HOLE BROKERS 


“The Hole That Stays There” 


Holyoke, Mass. 


22.20% 


Order By Number. 
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The Continuity of a Movie 


gin. They begin to talk. They 
continue to talk. Several gentle- 
men enter, one of whom is the 
villain because he glares balefully 
at hero. 

SUB-TITLE. “Tt looks like rain. 
Have you got a match?” 

SCENE 7. Same as Scene 6. Tan- 
gerine leaps to her feet and 
clenches her hands. Close-up of 
feet. Close-up of clenched 
hands. Tangerine recites (with 
gesture) Miilton’s (“Paradise 
Lost.” 

SUB-TITLE. “No.111” 

SCENE 8. President Coolidge un- 
veiling monument to Lucy Page 
Gaston. 

SUB-TITLE. ‘Worried over the 
fall of Balloon Pants Preferred 
to 676 her Father broods far 
into the night.” 

SCENE 9. Room that looks like the 
Reference-room of a Public Li- 
brary. Seated at desk in fore- 
ground Father is brooding far 
into the night. 

SUB-TITLE. “Tho her heart is 
tattered and torn Tangerine en- 
tertains.” 

SCENE 10. Alcove containing one 
small palm and settee. Villain 
enters and looks villainous. 
Close-up of villain looking vil- 
lainous. Villain sits on * settee 
and tells himself the story of his 
life (with more or less appropri- 
ate close-ups and sub-titles). 
Villain registers “listening,” then 
leaps to his feet and dives under 
settee. Hero enters and tries to 
look oblivious of segments of 
villain protruding from beneath 
settee. Hero has serious attack 
of cramps. . Listens. Hides 
(almost) behind small palm. 
Tangerine enters, taking care not 
to step on villain nor to bump 
into hero. 


Tangerine recites 

“The Shooting of Dan Mc- 
Grew.” 

SUB-TITLE. “How lonely it is to 


be all alone when you are feeling 
lonesome!” 


SCENE 11. SAME as Scene 2. 
Crowd of people dancing; of 


(Continued from page 87) 


course, in fancy costume. Close- 
up of colored jazz-band. Close- 
up of Father drinking punch. 


SUB-TITLE. “On thru the night 


the searching posse sought.” 


SCENE 12. Same as SCENE 11. 
Father staggers slightly and falls 
over bass drum. 


SUB-TITLE. “When the dawn 


came the storm had passed.” 


We hope, dear friends, that our 
little pleasantry, AMERICA’S 
RUMOR, just finished, amused you 
for a few fleeting moments. WVhether 
or no, may we not at least tell you 
that another unique novelty feature, 
exclusive to this magazine only, will 
be offered in the next number? And 
one further word. If nobody sends 
you a valentine by midnight of Feb- 
ruary 14th, then there's one waiting 


for you at your newsdealer’s the fol- 
It will be the new 
AMERICA’S HUMOR. 


lowing morning. 


SCENE 13. Same as Scene 12. 
Dancers stop dancing and form 
a semi-circle. Policeman enters 
dragging hero. Villain enters 
and smiles villainously. Tanger- 
ine enters weeping. 
Tangerine’s tears. Footman 
steps to the front, pulls off his 
sideburns, and points at the 
canary. 


Close-up of . 


SUB-TITLE. “There stands the 
guilty man!!! I am Secret 
Service Sam and for long years 
have sought yon smiling rascal.” 


SCENE 14. Same as SCENE 13. 
Villain edges around so that he 
stands where S. S. S. is pointing. 
Villain looks like a cornered rat. 
Close-up of a cornered rat. 


Father enters excitedly. 


SUB-TITLE. “Here are the missing 
papers!11” 

SCENE 15. A sylvan glade. Hero 
and Tangerine saunter along in 
as friendly a manner as possible. 
They embrace. 


SUB-TITLE. ‘Thus beneath fair 
skies and whispering ‘pines she 
finds, in a strong man’s arms, 
Protection, Youth and Love.” 

THE END. 

NOTE: If more padding is neces- 
sary show close-ups of dog, cat, 
canary, horse, children, or what 
have you? 


George R. Davies. 
Zx F $ 


Half Mourning f 
The southern lady, returning to 
her home from a trip north, was 
far too wise and too fond of 
Mandy to forget a present for her: 
She searched New York for just 
the shade of red that pleased 
Mandy best. However, she found 
Mandy.clothed in black. 
“Yas'm,” said Mandy. “Mah 
thu'd husban’s died.” dü 
‘Tm so sorry. I'll give the red 
waist to Linda and buy you some- 
thing else.” | 
“No, ma’am! Don’ do dat! 
Dat rascal wan't no count, nohow. 
You gib me dat wais. Hit sho 
am a gran’ color. Fum now on 
I'll jes’ be in mohnin’ fum de wais’ 


§ 


down!” j 
Saturday Evening Post. | 
$ % $ 


Secrets of the Office-Boy Trade 
BROWN—How's your new of+ 


fice-boy getting along? i 
GREY—Fine! He's got things 
so mixed up that I couldn't get 


along without him. Pia a 
The Economist. 


| 
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“Harold, Dear, 


s the matter? 


love me any more? 
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Dont you 


what 


Humorist, London. 
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UNCLE PIERRE (to youthful mathematically inclined 
nephew to whom he has given a piglet): “Victor, you are 
not feeding your pig enough. It doesn’t seem tc be fat- 
tening at all.” 

VICTOR, THE IMPERTURBABLE: “I don’t want to 
fatten him yet, Uncle. I’m waiting until he gets as long 


as I want him, then Pll begin to widen him out.” 
LaRire, Paris. 


Old Soldiers Never Die 

That grand old soldier, General Sir George Hig- 
ginson, is fond of telling the story of another old 
soldier, a private, who was up before his C. O. 
charged with what is one of the worst offences in the 
army—having a dirty rifle. 

The C. O. took him severely to task. ‘You 
should know better, my man," he said. “lt grieves 
me to have an old soldier brought before me on 
such a charge. Look at the medals on your tunic. 
They show that you have done good service in the 
past. You should be an example to the younger 
men. İs this the first charge against you?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Oh, so you've been up before, have you? 
what was it last time?” 

“Dirty bow and arrow, sir.” 


And 


London Opinion. 
$ $ $ 


Taking No Chances 
“Tve always heard a lot of stories about the 
Scotch not wanting to part with their money,” re- 
marked an undertaker, “but I never believed them 
"till Sandy McKirk decided he was going to die and 
came to me to make arrangements.” 
“What was there about that to change your 
mind?” asked a friend. 


“Sandy insisted on a shroud with a pocket in it.” 
Jonlin (Mo.) Nugoets. 


AMERICA’S 


HUMOR PAGE 85 


Quick Work 

An Irishman on a visit to Paris had a very limited 
knowledge of the language. One of the first things 
he visited was an exhibition of paintings. He ad- 
mired one of the water colors, and asked a man 
standing near by who was responsible. 

“Je ne sais pas” (“I don’t know”), replied the 
man. 

The next day the same Irishman stood outside a 
church and watched a wedding procession. The 
bride was very pretty, but the man attracted a great 
deal of attention, for he had at least twenty medals 
on his uniform. 

“Who is he?” asked the Irishman of a young 
woman. 

“Je ne sais pas.” 

“Really!” said the Irishman. 

Later in the afternoon he saw a funeral, and, as 
it was a very elaborate affair, he wondered who was 
being buried. 

“Je ne sais pas," said a bystander, in response to 
his inquiry. 

“What, already?" said the Irishman. 
only married this morning.” 


“He was 


London Telegraph. 
$ % £ 


Nothing More to Be Said ; 

CRITIC (at the private view of a film)—‘‘Really 
that actor is too awful for words.” 

“That's my son.” 

“Of course it must be the fault of the incredibly 
bad direction.” 

“The director is my husband.” 

“And of course he couldn't do anything with such 
a dull and amateurish scenario.” 


“I wrote it.” 
Lustige Blaetter, Berlin. 


VISITOR: 

improving in her playing.” 
VOICE FROM INSIDE THE HOUSE: 
ing, mamân. I’m just dusting the piano.” 
Sans Gene, Paris. 


“I must say, Mrs. Bigou, your Celeste is 


“Um not play- 
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ictures By 
Wm. O Roberts 
66 A CAN'T sit on the 
stairs with me, Tony. 
Ya can't! Leggo my 


arm,” insisted Maymee. 
“I gotta go an’ pay the landlady 
my rent. I’m allus a week be- 
hind. If I don’t come in the min- 
ute I gits my pay, on Saturday 
noon, she comes up an’ jaws me.” 
Maymee's gray eyes flashed with 
resentment. She advanced sev- 
eral steps along the 
shabby hall toward a partly 
opened door to the rear of the 
staircase. “An I gotta mend 
my skirt. I tore it on the machine 
this mornin’.” 


narrow, 


“You likes me, Maymee?”’ 

“Yes, I like you, Tony, if ya 
aint American, an’ cant talk 
good United States,” she an- 
swered, with a smile. 

Tony's dark boyish face guiv- 
ered with a world of devotion. 
“Maymee, I —” 

“Aw, cut it out,” she sighed. 
“Don't start follerin' me ‘round 
again. I won't hook up with ya, 
Tony.” She lowered her voice. 
“Cookin' over a gaslight fer two 
is worse'n fer one! I tol’ ya that 
a hundred times. I ain't gonna 
listen to yal” 

“Maymee! You listen never 
when I try tell. Maymee, please! 
When IJ sall my fruit stan’ I go—” 

“Goo'-bye, Tony. Once more 
she attempted to reach the door 
leading into the landlady's 
kitchen. 

“Oh, Maymee, never | pay rent 
no more. |J—’’ 

She paused, her hand suspend- 
ed toward the knob, her little 
slender form tense. ‘‘The cops 
gonna git ya? Ya goin’ to jail!” 

“No, no, I got house, Maymee. 
I own heem.” His voice 
squeaked in his exultation. 

An expression of wide astonish- 
ment dawned in her eyes, and 
then: disappeared in incredulity. 
“Ya don't know what ‘own’ 
means, Tony.” 
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“Sure I own house. 
Make heem mysel’. An’ 
little piece of land. Oh, 
fine place, Maymee. | 
am plant grape, an —“ 

“Cut out the fairy tales. I can 
tell you, no feller's gonna git me 
with a line a hot gush. The truth 
fer me.” 

Tonys sturdy, brown-clad 
form straightened. He raised his 
hands and eyes in vow-like atti- 
tude toward the cracked ceiling. 
“Sure! I make 'em my-sel'!” 

“What ya make?” 

“My fine house, Maymee. 
Marry me. You can have. All 
furn'tu —all ever'thin'.” 

“Ya mean ya got a house in the 
country that ya own?” 
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Words failed him; 
he nodded his head 
in violent acquies- 
cence. 

“Ya never hafta pay rent? An 
no-body kin put ya out? An 
furnished?” 

He clasped his hands emotion- 
Sure!” 

“An’ ya wanta marry me?” 

“Aw, Maymee, I walk hand on 
feet!” 


ally. “Sure. 


Number 
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66 AYMEE,” he began plead- 
ingly, holding aloft the 
blackbirds. 


“Ya sure ya aint lyin’ to me, 


Tony?” 

“Oh, not lie. I save—save—lI 
sall stan’. Get land. Make fine 
house. Fix fer you, Maymee. 


Nice lace on winder. My sester 
sen —İ write—tell my house.” 

“I guess ya aint lyin’. Tony, 
an —” : 
“Marry me, now, Maymee, 
pleesel” 


“I sure like ya, Tony, if ya ain't 
American. Aw, Gawd, nothin’ but 
work fer eats an’ rent,” she rumi- 
nated, unconsciously running her 
fingers over the clawed plaid of 
her skirt. “A house in the coun- 
try!” Suddenly a soft pink that 
made her pretty beat into her 
cheeks. ‘‘Sit down on the step, 
Tony,” she whispered, “till I put 
on my glad rags.” 
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“Maymee—' With a rush of 
feeling he extended his arms. 

She pushed him gently aside, 
and patted his shoulder. “Wait 
‘till we git in our own house, 
Tony,'—she pitched her voice 
unnecessarily loud—‘‘where there 

(Continued on page 128) 
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Jealousy or, From Bad to Worse 


From Pele Mele, Paris 


Number 


HE two girls were eating 

lunch in the little tea room 

not far from “The Busiest Corner 

In The World,” State and Madi- 
son Streets, Chicago. 

The first was slim, blonde, pret- 
ty in an inflammatory sort of 
way; the second was slim, blonde, 
pretty in an inflammatory sort of 
way. The first one was eating 
some sort of lettuce sandwich 
and drinking tea, and the second 
one was eating some sort of let- 
tuce sandwich and drinking tea. 

The first one looked carefully 
at the second as though trying to 
make some sort of decision; ap- 
parently making it a little against 
her better judgment she leaned 
forward and said: 

“Say, Gert; you remember the 
time you had Huntley pinched 
and fined?” 

“Dil say I do,” munched Gert 
through her lettuce sandwich. 

“You know,” probed the other 
tentatively, “I always been won- 
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Ornamentations 
by the Original 
Edouarde 


dering about that. You said he 
offered you the worst insult that 
a man can offer a woman, but you 
never told no one what the insult 
was.” 

“No,” admitted Gert with a 
queer little look, “I never told no 
one. Maybe I'll tell you. It’s 
been nearly a year ago now, I 
guess it don’t make no difference 


PAGE 89 


—but you gotta promise me never 
to tell anybody if I tell you.” 

“Honest to goodness, I hope I 
croak, I’ll never tell no one so 
long as I live.” Gert chewed re- 
flectively for a minute. 

“Well, you see, it was like this. 
I was working there same as you, 
and of course I hadn’t been there 
very long, so I hadn’t heard much 
of the office gossip yet. One day 
Huntley comes through the de- 
partment and he looks at me kind 
of queer like. After he’s gone a 
phone call comes to old man 
Oleander, manager of the billing 
department, telling him to send 
me to the boss at once. 

“Well, I goes up to Huntley’s 
office and he says to me right off 
the bat: ‘Young lady, how’d you 
like to be my private secretary?’ 
Jez, I darn near fell dead, but I 
manages to get out: ‘How would 
I like it; well, I’d like it fine.’ And 
that was that. I moved up into 
his private office that day. And 
that very afternoon something 


(Continued on next page) 
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T IS 3:30 a.m. Central is reclining on a couch 

reading, eating chocolates, and yawning lazily. 
There is a buzz from the switch-board. She rises 
lazily and plugs in. 

Central: Number please. 

Man’s voice: Can you give me the time? 

Central: We are not permitted to give the time. 

Man’s voice: Please Central, I— 

Central (pulling out her plug): Sorry. 

(She picks up her magazine. The buzz again. 
She plugs in.) 

Central: Number please. 

Man’s voice: It’s me again. Please tell me the 
time. I’ve simply got to have the exact time. 

Central (pulling out her plug): Sorry. 

She returns to the couch and glances at the clock 
triumphantly. It is 3:32. She sighs as the buzzer 
buzzes. She resumes her reading. The buzzer con- 
tinues to buzz. Central flings down her magazine, 
upsets her chocolates and plugs in. 

Central: Whattayawant! 

Man’s voice (excitedly): For God’s sake, Central, 
tell me the exact time? 

Central: Sorry, but we’ve orders not to— 

Man’s voice (interrupting): But I must know. 
It may be a matter of life or death! 

Central (curiosity overcoming her): Well— what 
do vou want to know for? 

Man’s voice (broken with excitement): The brew 
—the home brew—I must know— 

Central (glancing at the clock): Why didn’t you 
say so before. It’s 3:36. 


Curtain. 


An original contribution by Sidney Davis. 
C. O. Longabaugh drew the brew. 


February 


The Ultimate 
Insult 


(Continued from previous page) 
funny happens to Huntley. I don’t 
know if he got religion, or his wife 
threatened him, or what happened, but 
he got awfully grave and silent and 
worried about something, and I never 
seen him no other way from that day 
on; I don’t know yet what happened 
to him that afternoon. Well, any- 
ways, after I been working there about 
a week I begins to notice that the girls 
treats me funny; and finally I backs 
one of 'em off into a corner and makes 
her give me the low down. Seems 
that this secretary stunt of Huntley’s 
was a regular gag of his. Hed go 
pick off some girl he thought was nifty 
looking and give her a job as his 
private secretary and then after a while 
he would insult her. Seems that every 
secretary he ever had he insulted soon- 
er or later; usually it was sooner. 
Well, I was pretty much up in the air 
when she tells me that and I goes back 


to Huntley’s office and I watches him 
like a hawk. 


“Day by day I waits for him to in- 
sult me, thinking up all what I was 
going to do and say to him when he 
done it. Believe me I was going to 
make mince meat out’n that guy first 
raw crack he makes at me. 

“Well, it goes by two, three, four 
weeks, a month, six weeks, and I’m all 
set what to say to Huntley when he 
insults me. I’ve rehearsed it over and 
over and over again in my head ’till 
I got it all straight like a part in a 
show. Oh, baby, what I was going to 
say to that guy when he insults me. 
To this day I remember every word of 
it, I knew it so well. 


“Well, when it begins to get along 
in the seventh week and I ain’t insulted 
yet I really begins to get kind of im- 
patient to be insulted. 

“One day I meets this same girl out 
in the hall what told me about Hunt- 
ley in the first place. She was going 
to pass me without saying nothing, but 
I stops her. 

““Hey, lookit, I says to her. 
“What's the big idea of giving me the 


(Concluded on page 117) 
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“Now can you read those letters on that chart?” 
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e i’ i V repeat ’em after ’ee!” 
RUSTIC Noa, zur—oi’m afraid I shall ’ave to repe Soc eis Boats: Wes. 


Threatening Sam 


An old colored man was asking 
a friend’s advice on how to apply 
for a raise in wages. 

Said the friend: “Just you go 
up to the master, Sam, and say, 
‘Look here, master, you must give 
me a raise, or else III—' Say it 
just like that, then he'll think you 
mean to leave unless you get the 
raise.” 

Sam went to his master and 
said: “Look here, master, you've 
got to give me a raise, or else 
ri—" 

“Else you'll what?” snapped 
his employer. 

Sam scratched his head in per- 
plexity; then answered: 

“Else I'll go on working for the 


same money." 
Pearsons. 
» 4 » 


He Knew What Was Wanted 

MAN—I'd like to buy a dia- 
mond necklace for my wife. 

FLOORWALKER— Glassware 


in aisle 7. 
Ragwood (Wash.) Herald. 


Famous Saying—1927 Version 


GOVERNOR OF NORTH 
CAROLINA—Sh-h-h-h-h! 
GOVERNOR OF SOUTH 
CAROLINA—Sh-h-h-h-h! 


Duluth Times. 


WIFE (to her absent-minded hus- 
band): “Ivan, do you know what day 
it is? It is twenty-five years ago to- 
day since we became engaged.” 

IVAN: “Why didn’t you remind 
me before? It’s high time we got 
married.” | 

Behemoth, Leningrad, Russia. 


Experienced Child! 
Katherine is four and has ab- 
sorbed as many grown-up words 
as one small head can gather. 
She went motoring recently with 
Billy. Billy's mother was driving. 
To make conversation, Katherine 
asked (in the same manner her 
mother might have used) : 
“Billy, are you married?" 
“No,” the little boy replied; 
“but I knew a man once who 


died.” 


New York Times. 
> $ 


| Punishment 

There lives an old colored truck 
farmer in Alabama who has fre- 
guent occasion to reprove his chil- 
dren for their lack of industry. 

“Yo' suttinly is a wuthless son,” 
he declared one day to his oldest. 
“Its a doggone good thing fo’ yo’ 
I aint rich.” 

“What yo’ talkin’ 'bout, pap?” 
asked the youth. ‘‘What yo 
think yo’ do ef yo’ was rich?” 

“Ah'd disinherit yo'—dat's 
what Ah'd do!” 


Southern Sun. 
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6 in By 
Paul Lehman 


EAR SIS: I came 

very near sending 
you a draft for ten 
thousand dollars this 
morning — pay from 
the Man-Who- Was- 
Neither-a-Pig - Nor - a - 
Wolf - But - a - Lot - of 
Both. You see, your 
big sister got into a 
poker game! You must 
pardon her if she just 
goes and writes the 
queerest letter ever. I 
have a lot of jumbled 
up things in my mind 
that I’ve got to get 
straight, and the only 
way | know is to write 
to you. 

I got into the game 
thru a newspaper boy 
named Sharyland. But 
let me start back of 
that. Sharyland is a 
nut over nude sculpture 
and beautiful female 
forms. He does pencil 
sketches. 


fore I changed. 


You never saw me in this act, did you, Narrah? 
Well, you will when I get back, so I'll just say that 


So, after he saw me swinging up there 
high over the stage in white tights, he came raving 
to my dressing-room door begging to sketch me be- 
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T isn’t only unusual stories that 

America’s Humor specializes in, 
but unusual methods of telling also. 
Now here’s a really odd and unique 
little drama that will hold you 
while you read it. It isn’t about 
college flappers—it’s about people 
who have taken a post-graduate 
course in that college of all colleges 
—life itself! In fact, it’s about a 
poor loser. The circus girl here 
won the money fairly and squarely 
from Seegin—ten thousand dollars 
for her little sister whom he had 
ruined. But he was such a poor 
loser that he lost more than the 
money. This story will prove un- 
forgettable. 
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I must look tempting— 
because I am strong 
and firm—and, Oh! | 
tingle with shame when 
I see the greedy looks 
in their eyes down be- 
low me. 


To get back, the 
manager had intro- 
duced me to this Shary- 
land, so I let him into 
my room. Sake of art, 
you know, as he said. 
He is a nice chap. 
After he had got me 
down on paper he 
asked if I would care 
to go to the club. 


“The newspaper men 
take their wives,” said 
he. “lt is respectable.” 

I agreed to go. And 
while I am right here 
let me put in gratis that 
old Santon has a hos- 
pitable gang. We got 
around a great big ta- 


— Lİ ble, there at the club, 


and talked and sipped things. 
on slick rails. A while after 12 some one suggested 
a nickel-ante game and Sharyland and three others 


The night slid along 


and I slipped off to the poker room, a quiet and 


sort of isolated place. 


The boy Shary staked me, tho I objected. You 
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7o i he got me on paper he asked if I cared to go to the club. 


know I am not a moocher. | guess we had played “Heard you were here,” he said in general, tho he 
thirty minutes when a man pushed his head in at kept his piggy eyes straight on me. ‘Thought I'd 
the door, uninvited. inject some coin.” 
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I knew him instanter—Seegin! My little old 
heart bounced right up to a 2-40 clip and all I could 
do was to murmur his name. “Oh, you brute,” I 
thought, “how I wish you would drop dead right 
now. I was sorta afraid. I had red visions of 
how his steel claws had gripped you and of how his 
wolf eyes had triumphed. Yes, I knew him, tho the 
only time I ever saw him, you know, was when | 
was flaring crazy with wrath—when | struck him 
with your long shears. There was a little white scar 
in the middle of his forehead from it. But he didn’t 
know me. I was 
glad again that 
my own name 
wasn't on the 


program. 
He was just 


like you 
said—not a 
pig, because 
there was too 
much wolf in his 
eyes, and not a 
full wolf because there 
was too much pig all 
over him. His waist 
and the flesh over his 
eyebrows matched—pig fat. 
And his fingers, nose and 
eyes hit it off in a trio—sharp 
steel. 

“Miss Winsom,” he said, “I 
just missed seeing the finest thing 
in the world by a hair’s breath— 
a fine silky hair.” 

“What?” I asked, knowing the 
stuff he would hand out. 

“You!” Lord, how his eyes 
went thru me. I wanted to use a 


Ai 'VE been easy,” he grated in 
my ear, “but now I am going to 
be rougher than sandpaper.” 
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hatpin. I think I would have if they'd been in style. 

‘Tve been out at some lignite mines that belong 
to me,” he went on, ‘‘and got in town twenty min- 
‘New York Nifties,’ some- 
Just in 


utes before the show. 
body said, so | beat it to the playhouse. 
time for your act. Say, you're supple.” 

“From the Big Town?” I asked. 

‘Tve been there—believe me, I’ve been there! 
Spend my money in little Ol’ Manhattan. Make it 
out here in the bush. See that?” 

He threw down a block of bills in the most impu- 
dent way imaginable. Shary and the others looked 
disgusted. He slipped off a twenty and asked for 
it in chips. 

“We're playing two dollars a stack,” one of the 
others explained. 

“TI donate twenty. Newsboys’ll need it-—if 
(Continued on page 104) 
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The Clue 


Breathless, he dashed into the 
police station at midnight. In a 
state of semi-collapse he explained 
that his wife had been missing 
since eight o'clock that morning. 

“What's she like?” asked the 
stolid sergeant in charge, “Let's 
have her description. Height?” 

“I—I don't know,” gasped the 
man. 

“Weight?” 

The man shook his head 
vaguely. 

“Color of eyes?” demanded 
the officer. 

“Er—greyish blue, I think.” 

“Do you know how she was 
dressed?” 

“I expect she wore her coat and 
hat. I’ve just discovered she took 
the dog with her,” said the man. 

“What kind of dog?” 

“Brindle bull-terrier, weight 
fourteen and a half pounds, four 
dark blotches on his body, shad- 
ing from grey to white. He's got 
a blackish spot over the right eye, 
white stub tail, three white legs 
and right front leg brindled, all 
but the toes. A small nick in the 
left ear...” 

“That'll do!’ cried the ser- 
geant, ‘we'll find the dog!” 


Passing Show. 


Drawn öy Wal Law, 
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vorite cafe sipping his 
wine. His first small 
bottle finished, he was 
about to order another 
when his eye fell on a 
headline in the Figaro, 
“Hard Times. re Com- 
ing,” so instead of or- 
dering his usual sec- 
ond bottle he called for 
his check. 

“Is there anything 
wrong with the wine?” 
asked the landlord. 

“The wine is good, 
but I did not order a 
second bottle because 
hard times are coming 
and we must econom- 
ize,” explained the art- 
ist. 

“Hard times,” said 
the landlord. “Then 
my wife must not or- 
der the silk dress we 
planned, but must take 
one of cotton.” 

“Hard times,” re- 


“Mumma, may I take my candy off that lady?” 
“Oh darling, how did it get there?” 


“It went when I coughed.” 


Gaiety. 


PAGE 95 


peated the dressmaker 
when the order was 
cancelled. “This is no 
time to expand. I must 
not make the improve- 
ment I had planned in 
this place.” 

“Hard times, eh?” 
said the builder, when 
the dressmaker can- 
celled the building 
plans. “Then I cannot 
have my wife’s portrait 
painted.” 

So he wrote the art- 
ist and cancelled his 
order. 

After receiving the 
letter the artist went 
again to his favorite 
cafe and ordered a 
small bottle of wine to 
soothe him. On a near- 
by chair was the paper 
in which he had read of 
hard times two days 
before. He picked it up 
and read more closely 
and found it was two 


years old! 
An original contribution by Amy Ames 
illumined by Estelle V. Frantz. 


Sounds Plenty 

“I want a girl,” announced the 
office boss to his secretary, ‘‘who 
is a high school graduate and who 
can spell words of two syllables. 
And I want a girl who knows 
something about business; I want 
a girl who has ambition to become 
an executive.” 

“Yes, sir,” replied the secre- 
tary, looking up from the notes 
she'd made. “Then you want 


four new girls for the inner office? 


Vanity Fair. 
+ > 


A FAIR QUESTION 
SPORTSMAN (coming to in a 
ditth)—-Now I wonder whether 
my horse exploded or did my car 


throw me? 


Case and Comment. 
* & F 


A Johnny Joke of 1927! 
MOTHER— Johnny go wash 
your face and neck. 


JOHNNY—Neck who, Ma? 


Tips and Taps. 
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“I see 


store, ‘We Aim to Please, ” re- 
marked the irritated customer. 
“Certainly,” replied the pro- 
prietor; “that is our motto.” 
“Well,” retorted the customer, 
“you ought to take a little time off 
for target practice.” 


Like the 


His Own Shoestrings 
LADY OF THE HOUSE (io 


AMERICA’S 


MAKING IT CLEAR TO 
DAUGHTER 


LINN me’ AD) thought he discerned a symptom 
al or two of “‘old-fashioned BIG- 

HEAD” in the last letter from 
Daughter at College, and sent the 
following as an antidote. Seems it 
was the right dope, for she anticipat- 
ingly looked in her mirror for signs 
of stupidity after reading it. 

Dear Daughter: After having 
perused your interesting communication, I must say that I 
do not agree with you. If that were the case, what would 
be the result? Why, it would be continually recurring, and 
no one could say what the end would be. Rather than be- 
Tieve as you do, I would prefer to think otherwise. Nothing 
could be so utterly at variance with the facts, and I would 
much prefer to believe that so confusing a semblance might 
otherwise be something similar than to have all of it in the 
shape prognosticated in that view of the case. I do think 
that there may be a relative idea in that some time, if it 
should come to pass, but nothing like it has ever before 
happened. And should it, of course, there would be 
nothing left to do but to take a quick running jump and 
satisfy yourself that every available re- 
source has an untried although ulterior 
synopsis, though why this should be 
nothing could ever verify. 

To sum it all up, what do you 


think? 
Affectedly, 
FATHER. 


An original contribution 
by the Kikamsk Kid. 
Corners by E. V. F. 


lo SWAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAWATAVAT O 
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Nİ 
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Bad Shots 


you have a sign in your 


Cincinnati Enguirer. 
eS Ff F 


Man Who Began to Tie 


HUMOR 


February 
Not for Him 


A comedian stopped a news- 
boy who was vigorously plying 
his trade. 

“I say, sonny, do you want a 
new job?” he asked. 

“Yes, sir; what is it?” replied 
the boy. 

“Well, my manager is looking 
for a lad like you to play the 
fool.” 

“Oh, he is, is he?” cried the 
newsboy. ‘What's his idea—to 


sack you or to keep two of us?” 
Glasgow Independent. 
* % & 


She Called the Dog 


The tramp paused outside the 
gate. 

“Clear out!” shouted the lady 
of the house. “I aint got no 
wood to chop. There aint 
nothing you could do here.” 

“But, madam, there is,” re- 
torted the wayfarer, with dignity. 
“I could give you a few lessons in 


grammar.” 


Tit-Bits. 
R XX F 


Too Hard 

DOCTOR — Your husband's 
not so well today, Mrs. Maloney. 
Is he sticking to the simple diet 
I prescribed? 

MRS. M.—He is not, sorr. He 
says he'll not be after starvin’ him- 
self to death just for the sake of 


livin' a few years longer! 
Belfast News-Lettre. 


maid )—Ah, Jessie, I'll give Tibby 
her saucer of milk this morning— 
the doctor says | need more exer- “Rupert, since we’ve been on the pier, I’ve noticed several girls smile at 


cise. you. I suppose you’re not assuming your ‘single man’ swagger, are you?” 
Edinborough Renter, Sydney Bulletin, 


Number 


YOUNG WIFE ( told by her physi- 
sician that she will have to undergo an 
operation for appendicitis): “Tracy, 
dear, I want you to stand right by the 
doctor during the operation and hold 
my vanity case.” 

YOUNG HUSBAND: 
that can’t do any good.” 

YOUNG WIFE: “Oh, it can’t, eh? 
Suppose my appendix comes out 


shiny?” 
The Journal of Southern Medicine. 


He Was Correct at That 

“Tommy,” said the teacher, 
“come to the map and point out 
Australia to the class.” 

Tommy did so. 

“Who discovered Australia, 
George?” the teacher asked the 
next boy. 


“Tommy did,” was the reply. 
John Bull. 


“My darling, 


$ $ 
In the Know 

PERCY (beaming)—Oh, I have 
the most glorious news! 

ESTHER (his cousin) — What is 
it? 

PERCY—Peggy has promised 
to be my wife! 

ESTHER—So that’s what you 
call news! A month ago she 


asked me to be her bridesmaid. 


Christian Science Monitor. 
$ % $ 


He Couldn’t Figure It Out 
“Why can’t I get my pictures 
into your paper?” 
“Your name is not well- 
known!” 


“Tt is! It’s Smith!” 


Kasper (Stockholm). 
$ $ % 


Our Suffering Language 
TEACHER—Use “statue' in a 
sentence. 
ABIE—Ven I came in last 
night mine 'pappa says, “Statue, 


Abie?” 


Stars and Stripes. 
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How It Looked 


“Do tell me something about the play,” 
to the young man. 
superb.” 

“Well, the heroine came stealthily on the stage 
and knelt, dagger in hand, behind a clump of rib- 
bons. The hero emerged from a large bunch of 
purple flowers, and as soon as she perceived him she 
fell upon him,- stabbed him and sank half uncon- 
scious into a very handsome aigrette. This may 
sound queer, but the woman in front of me wouldn't 


she said 
“They say the climax was 


remove her hat, and that's how it looked.” 


Ideas. 
w aS $ 


Remember this When You Commit Your Next Crime 


MRS. JONES—How did the detectives happen to 
suspect him, disguised as he was in women’s clothes? 
MRS. SMYTHE—He passed a milliner's shop- 


window without looking in. 


CCORDING 
to the terms 
of an uncle’s will, 
Sam Banks was 
obliged to marry 
within twenty- 
four hours, or re- 

nounce all claim 
to the ten thousand dollars. 
His lawyers scoured the coun- 
try to find a suitable mate for 
Sam, and one who would be 
willing to marry on such short 
notice but, to their dismay, 
the only girl they could find 
was one who had lost a leg in 
a train wreck. It was a moral 


certainty that Sam wouldn't 


want a one-legged girl; yet he 
just had to marry in order to 
inherit the fortune. 

Then one of the eee 
received inspiration. “Tell you 
what!” he exclaimed, excited- 
ly. “Let's get Sam tanked 
just before the ceremony. 
Liquor does queer things to 
a man’s eyesight, and Sam 


Phonograms. 


et ice Fj 


Pez ca, 
J4 


will never notice that the girl 
has lost a leg!” 
So the strategy was resorted 


to—for, of course, it was 
thought, Sam would be see- 
ing double, anyhow! 

All worked very well and 
Sam, apparently, noticed noth- 
ing wrong with the girl he 
married. But after the cere- 
mony, he approached his at- 
torneys, drew them aside, and 
said: 

o “Course, it's 
all right, boys— 
I hedto matry 
this gal to git 
the money. But, 
just between you 
an me, aint it | 
a mite onnusual 
fer a woman to 
hev three legs?” 


An original contribution 

by Frank Kenneth Young 

with He flock of dew- 
dads by E. V. F. 
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narrated by a 


modern highschool 
sheik 


Macbeth) 
PART 1 , 


HE yarn opens up with a flock of broom riders dancing the 
Charleston around a hot blaze, and singing “Waiting for 
the Moon.” 

Mac and his lieutenant Banjo Eyes are returning from a 
tough scrimmage, and after inhaling a Gedunk sundae, they are 
renewed with a strength, superior to that of a Spanish Onion. 

Riding into the Roadhouse in their sturdy cement mixers 

: the warriors meet the Witches who cry, “Pipe the next King.” 
Old Mac gives them the merry Ha Ha and with a cry of “Apple- p 
sauce” rides home to his ball and chain. > 

McBeth walks into the shack and the old lady gives him a 
smack in the beak. “Whaddea know old girl,” said Mac, “the 
broom riders down the street hailed me as the next king. Ain't 
that hot?” 

“What,” cries the old lady. “You’re going to be the next 
bimbo to sit under the crown? Hot dog! At last I’m going to 
be a queen. Wow! won’t Mrs. Smith turn green with jealousy?” 

“Hold her,” yelps Mac. “Don’t be in such a hurry. Can’t 
you see it’s all the baloney? Dunc is on the throne now and he 
knows his apples.” 

“Where do you get that stuff?” asks the ball and chain. 
“You’re not king yet, and whatever I say goes in this dump. 
Put that in your night cap and sleep on it.” 

_ After throwing everything at the worse three quarters, that 
is within reach, the old lady finally gets Mac to consent to a little 
(Continued on next page) 


JOHN <ROTH—e 


Number 


FIRST DEAF OLD GENTLEMAN (fo second ditto): 
thin’ to cure your lumbago, Garge. 


to you!” 


dirty work. 
PART 2 


Lady Mac is no mean slouch 
when it comes to planning necking 
parties, especially when a ten-foot 
rope with a loop on the end is 
used. 

In order to pull this Durkin on 
Dunc, the skirt gets a party 
planned and calls up the king over 
the phone, informing him that a 
new Murphy-in-a-dor bed is in- 
stalled in the royal bedroom and 
that he is elected to be the first 
to park himself in it over night. 


Just at the last moment Mac 
pipes up, “Now listen, old girl, if 
there is goin’ to be any dirty work, 
I got a hunch that yours truly will 
be out of town at the time.” 

“Now get this straight, you 
worm, says the old lady, ‘‘if 
you're not in this stall tonight 
when the slaughter starts, you'll 
get a free buggy ride and will be 
riding horizontally.” 

Taking what she says literally, 
Mac thinks it would be healthier 
for him if he takes her advice and 
follows out her instructions. 
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Holding up the east wall -with 
his two feet and with his head in 
his hands, Mac recites his famous 
speech called the soliloquy which 
goes something like this: 

“Now whatinell can a fellow do 
when he has an old hen like my 
ball and chain nagging him to 


Fancy sketch of a famous movie 
stunt star, who, away on vacation, 
falls in love at first sight! 

Sydney Mail. 
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177) 


AT 777) 


a <= marti 


“I said I wish you'd do some- 
*Anged if I ain’t gettin’ it meself through talkin’ 


Passing Show. 


put Dunc out of business? Gee 
its tough! I know dam well it 
won't be over at the time I put 
his lamps out, because sure as hell 
they'll get me some day. But 
what's the use, the old lady said 
it must be done, so here goes." 

It sure is tough on Mac to have 
such an old lady. If mine was 
like her Id put her out like a 
light. Anyhow there is no way 
out of it and he has to go on with 
the show. 

PART 3 

Night comes as usual and the 
time nears when the dirt is to 
start. Old Lady Mac, who is al- 
ways helpful in every way, goes 
around and gives the guards a 
couple of gin bucks apiece and in 
a few minutes the whole shack is 
asleep except Mac and his ball 


_ and chain. 


Mac grabs a knife that his bet- 
ter half dishes out to him, and 
walks up the stairs. In five min- 
utes he reappears and his wife 
says to him. “Holy gee, Mac, it 
looks like you killed a cow. How 
come all the blood?” 

(Continued on page 102) 
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a a Made Easy/ 
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A 


OU can cure the sting of 
poison ivy by injecting red 
pepper into the wound. 


When stung by a rattler, cut off its tail and rattle for a doctor. 


When bruising your foot with a stone, you can find a remedy 


in the Good Book under He Bruise. 


If you are chased by a bull, lie prone on the ground, and as 
the bull steps over you, shove a chestnut burr between his big 
toes. He'll go limping away. 


If you see a skunk approaching, make yourself look like a 
turnstile. The skunk, upon seeing this, will know that he 
must use nickels and no scents, and this being the case he will 
go on about his business leaving you unscathed. 


The way to find pure water in a swamp is to take with you 
a five-gallon bottle and when you reach a moist place, fill the 


COSTUME FOR 
HURDLING WİRE 


bottle, send it to the nearest laboratory, and wait a few weeks 
in the woods for it to come back. If the doctor reports that 
the water is not contaminated, and does not contain bacteria 
of the bacillus coli comunis type, or other unpronounceable 
things, you know that the water you have discovered is pure 
and you can go ahead and wash your socks in it. 


You can distinguish the ‘tracks of animals by scrutinizing the 
imprints on the trails very closely. If the impression is heavy 
and deeper towards the front, you know at once that there is 
a bear in the vicinity. If the imprint is light and not much of 
it, you know that an antelope is browzing nearby, provided 
that an antelope does browze. [If it is 
a heavy scrawl, unevenly written up and 
down, without much attention to uni- 
formity, you can be prepared with your 
gun to shoot a chirographist, which are 
plentiful in this country. If the imprint 
shows jerky steps, with the feet pointing 
in opposite directions, horizontally, it 
tells you immediately that Charlie Chap- 
lin is working on that location. 


An original irritation by F. P. Pitzer, 
further aggravated by drawings from C. O. L 
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Georgie Patches It Up 


Little Georgie was invited out to dinner with his 
father and mother, and before starting the latter im- 
pressed upon the darling boy the necessity for his 
speaking in complimentary terms of the food. 

After he had tasted the soup, he said to the 
hostess, *““This is pretty good soup—what there is of 
it.” A glare from his mother pulled him up. So 
he corrected himself by saying, “And there's plenty 
of it—such as it is.” 

Tit-Bits. 


E R F 


The Watchword Is Economy 


It was known that McSpriggins, the village tight- 
wad, kept his money in an old sock. 

“I should think,” remarked one of his neighbors, 
“that a careful man like you would keep his money 
in a bank rather than entrust it to a worn out sock.” 

- “What!” gasped McSpriggins. “An' let the sock 


go to waste?” 
The Pink Elephant. 


» SF & 


Cue for the Act 


An American tourist sat in a Paris café and wrote 
to his wife in Indiana: 

“I have been in Paris two weeks and have not 
taken a drink.” 


Just then an American orchestra struck up: "My 
Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean.” 
Bill Board. 
e 8 & 
Looks Shady to Us 


A young man lost his umbrella and couldn't think 
of where he had left it. 

He went to church the next Sunday and the 
preacher's text was: ‘Thou Shalt Not Covet Thy 
Neighbor’s Wife.” 

Just then he remembered where he had left his 


umbrella. 
The Pink Elephant, 


# XX & 


His Luck Wasn’t So Great After All! 


AFFABLE GUEST (to the bridegroom)—They tell 
me the bride has money, Wullie. They say the mar- 
riage is worth a guid fower thoosan’ poon’ tae ye, 
man. 

CANNY BRIDEGROOM—No’ quite that, Tam. 


Folk forget I hae to pay for the marriage license. 
Richmond Herald. 


% % % 


Some Day It May Be a Whale 
TOMMY—Do fish grow very fast? 
BILLY—I should think so! Father caught one 
once and it grows six inches bigger each time he 


mentions it. 
Pele Mele, Paris. 


THE DOUBTFUL LADY CUSTOMER: 
“Pedigreed! 


THE DEALER: 
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not speak to either of us.” 


The Unexperienced Traveler 


Orders a large meal on the 
train. 


Forgets to check his trunk 


through. 


Climbs into an upper berth and 
sleeps in the hammock. 


Tips the porter five cents. 


Thinks drawing room is for art- 
ists only. 


Keeps window open on train 
and wonders where all the cinders 
are coming from. 

Tries to get a sleeper on a day 
coach. 

Buys a new watch wherever the 
time is changed. 

Plays cards with anybody. 

Asks the train conductor for a 
transfer. 

Sends his suitcase by parcel 
post. 

Tours in auto without a spare 
tire. 

Goes down a steep grade in 


high. 
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V uD 
SAN Lo 


“Is that a pedigreed dog!” 
Why if this little dog could talk, he would 


Karikaturen, Scandinavia. 


Tries to shift gears while going 
fifty miles an hour. 

Takes a fishing outfit along 
when he goes on a sea voyage. 

Equips himself with an English 
dictionary, so that when he arrives 
in England will be able to speak 
their language. 

Eats a large meal while sea sick. 

Buys an air rifle for a hunting 
trip. 

Calls up all his friends from 
room in hotel. 

Goes to California during the 
rainy season. 

Counts his money while sight 


seeing through the underworld. 
Railway Fun. 


% & & 

This Happened on the Chicago 

i River 

An actress was passing a shop 
where a score of fish lay staring 
with glassy eyes. 

“Good gracious,” 
“that reminds me, 
matinee today.” 


she said; 
I've got a 


Variety. 


Maybe the Rotarians Will Adopt 
It 

The correspondent of a large 
business firm had been invited to 
dinner by a friend. At the table 
the host asked him to say grace. 
It was a new experience, but he 
was not to be found wanting. 


“Dear Lord,” he began, “we 
thank Thee for all favors of re- 
cent date. Permit us to express 
our heartfelt thanks and gratitude. 
We trust that we may continue to 
merit your confidence and that we 
shall receive many more blessings 
from you in the future. Amen.” 

Case and Comment. 
$ 8 & 


Then Began the Hair Pulling 

FIRST ACTRESS (cuttingly) — 
I wonder, dear, if I shall lose my 
looks, too, when | reach your age? 

SECOND ACTRESS (equally 
cuttingly)——Well, dear, perhaps 
you may. You never know your 


luck. Let's hope so, anyway. 
Clarke County Sun. 
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GRANDFATHER: “I hope that you have been a nice, quiet boy at school this afternoon.” 


GRANDSON (the naive): 


“Indeed I have, grandfather. 


said she would whip any boy in the room who woke me up.” 


Macbeth 


(Continued from page 99) 

“Oh ye gods,” cried Mac, “Oy, 
Oy, whyinell did I do it? It’s all 
your fault you big hen, I hope 
you're satisfed.” Exit. Mac 
sings: “You made me what I 
am today,” while the old lady 
washes the blood off his map. 


Next day the guard rushes 
down stairs and yells, “Holy gee 
whizz, what do you know, Dunc 
won't get up and | called him for 
the last hour.” 

“Oh Mac," yells Lady MacBeth, 
“get your feet goin’ up stairs and 
stir Dunc.” 

Mac goes up stairs and slides 
down the banister, crying, ““Oh— 
Oh ye gods, the King kicked off.” 

“What? 
Lady Mac. 


é. » oe 
sure 'nough. 


in my dump,” yells 
“Yep,” says Mac, 


Mac’s ball and chain is a wise 
old hen and she says “Oh,” and 
keels over. 


PART 4 


A short time passes by, and 
before you know it, Mac and his 
better half are inhabiting the royal 
palace. 


Mac is a funny guy and he often 
takes a trip to the roadhouse to 
see the witches. ‘“Well what do 
you say today?” says Mac to the 
broom riders. 


“Eeeeeeek,” cry the witches. 
“A mouse”! Mac takes his trusty 
eighty-four and shoots the mouse 


full of holes. 


The big chief walks up to Mac 
and says, “I hereby pound this 
into your ivory dome: no son of 
yours will ever climb up on the 
throne. Banjo Eyes is next.” 

So as long as King Mac knows 
how dirty work is done, he thinks 
he will put Banjo Eyes out of 
business also. Queen Mac invites 
the bunch to put on the nose bag, 
and big hearted as she is, she al- 
lows Banjo to eat before giving 
him his one ride ticket to hell. 


I went to sleep right after lunch, and the teacher 


Barcelona Bacara. 


After dinner, Banjo Eyes and 
his son, Kayo, go for a ride and 
three murderers that Mac hires 
jump them and succeed in putting 
Banjo away, but Kayo gets away, 
and beats it to the African jungles. 

Young Kayo organizes a flock 
of armies and intends to come 
back and run Mac out of town on 
a rail. 

Meanwhile, MacBeth throws a 
party and has a hell of a time. 
All of a sudden he throws a fit 
and thinks he sees Banjo Eye's 
ghost. He yelps, “I didn’t mean 
to do it,” and all that bunk, and 
the old lady sends him upstairs 
to bed. 

This sets the gang thinking and 
before you know it, Kayo and his 
army comes back and rides Mac 
out of town, amid the roars and 
cheers of the fans. 

Kayo gets on the throne and 
they all live razzingly ever after. 


— Written by Rube Schoenberg. 


Number 


Why, Irene! 
Irene Thomas, pretty typist, 
Really made a hit 
With her new boss, Dave A. Mever, 
But she had to quit 
When he noticed on each letter 
She had signed DAM: IT. 


American Legion Weekly. 
$ # % 


She Must Have Worked in a Real 
Estate Office 


“Will you promise to marry 
me?” 

“No, but I'd like to have an 
option on you till the end of the 


oe 
season! 


Follyology. 
$ & 


Maybe at That He Hoped to Be 
Left Home 
HENPECKED MASTER OF 
(HE HOUSE—Where is your 
mistress going for the holidays this 
year? 
MAID—To St. Moritz. 
MASTER—Do you know 


whether she is taking me with her? 


Dorfbarbier, Berlin. 
© XX & 


We Appoint Him Editor of Our 
Goofy Department 


Here rests in Peace 
I. Pheelso Badd. 
Thought Phila., Penn., 


Was a Waterman’s ad. 


Memphis Mule. 
P F $ 


The Last Straw 

Life to him was ‘becoming un- 
bearable. 

Elsie married a chauffeur. 

Madge put a new lock on her 
door. 

Julia discovered his first gray 
hair. 

Blanche wanted to study for 
grand opera. 

Minnie found out that the Ein- 
stein Theory existed. 

Then came the last straw. 

He committed suicide. 


His garter broke. 


Ten Story Book. 
L R F 


Plenty Conversation 
“What do you and the wife 
talk about?” ; 


“How pretty she is and what 


station to tune into. 
Experience Magazine. 
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There are many little comments that are better left unsaid, 
Although mentioned in an unexpected way; 

Which reminds me of a funny little matter which occurred 
At a rather jazzy ball held out our way. 

The host espied a silk-embroidered garter on the floor, 
And he challenged the fair owner to declare, 

When a jolly looking fellow said, without the least concern, 
“Why, I know it! It belongs to Mrs. Dare.” 


(CHO-RUSS) 


Now, wasn’t that a silly thing to say? 
Wasn’t it a foolish thing to do? 
It came as quite a starter, when he recognized that garter, 
And everybody wondered how he knew— 
They didn’t know ’til later, that she’d got them from his 
mater; 
So, everybody. wondered how he knew. 
All were a *bout the baby at his christening after 
which, 
He was handed ’round for every one to see. 
And the circumstance which somehow seemed to fascinate 
them most. 
Was a dainty little dimple in his knee. 
Said Cousin Jack, of Oxford, who was staying there just 


then 
“This looks like an hereditary strain; 
For isn’t it the oddest thing, that in just this same respect, 
He’s exactly: like his elder sister Jane?” 


(CHO-RUSS) 


Now, wasn’t that a silly thing to say? 
Wasn’t it a foolish thing to do? 
'Twas really worse than simple, the way he talked about 
that dimple, 
And everybody wondered how he knew, 
Yet he'd hin to see that mark while in bathing, what 
a lark! 
But everybody wondered how he knew. 
Folks were gathered ’bout a painting at the very latest sale, 
Labelled, “Beauty Unadorned,” upon the list. 
When a gentleman remarked to several others standing by, 
“ *Tisn't true, such perfect beauty can’t exist!” 
“Beg your pardon, sir,” a gentleman replied, “but you are 
wrong, 
And to prove it, I will bet a case of fizz, 
That the painting now before you is exactly true to life 
And represents the girl just as she is.” 


(CHO-RUSS) 


Now, wasn’t that a silly thing to say? 
Wasn’t it a foolish thing to do? 
The ladies blushed and giggled, the men turned ’round and 
wriggled, 
And everybody wondered how he knew. 
Yet nothing could be quainter, for you see, he was the 
painter ; 
He left everybody wondering how he knew. 


An original contribution by Mary Henaghan Forhan. 
Decorations head and foot by Longabaugh. 
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The Right Game 


(Continued from page 94) 
they can get it. Ten thousand in that bale, Baby. 
Too late for the bank. Hadanotionto tossit up to 
you when you were swingin’ high up there in those 
skin-tights.” 

We got to playing with him in. I soon saw my 
luck was running sort of funny. First two or three 
good hands that made the chips simply pickings. 
Then some hands as empty as my purse has been 
the last two years. 


T WAS just fun and fooling along at first and a - 


lot of joshing back and forth. 
clever on the dialogue stuff. 


Sharyland is 
I kept building up my 
chip-chimneys a little higher and pretty soon some- 
thing happened. I cleaned the table. Got every 
cent. Of course, I invited the gang out to have a 
sup of something, like the good winner always does. 
We walked down the little hall to the main room. 
It was deserted, which caused me to inquire the time 
—1:30, to my surprise. The buffet was down in a 
distant corner. After the glasses tinkled properly 
I tried to get away, but Seegin said something mean, 
and being winner | had to stick to give them a 
chance to get their money back. But I didn’t want 
to; the Pig was acting nasty and I didn’t care for 
trouble. To tell the truth, Narrah, I felt creepy 
about him and his steel claws. 

We took out five dollar stacks this time, except 
Seegin, who must have his twenty again. And so 
to show off he slapped the loaf of funds upon the 
table as he had before. Something blazed within 
me all of a sudden. In a flash I had an idea—if 
my luck would hold. It was you needing the money 
and the little home and something one of the boys 
had whispered to me when Seegin was guzzling at 


the buffet that got together in my mind and ex- 
ploded. 


The news fellows had told me that the ten thou- 
sand was the entire size of Seegin. He'd lost in a 
Mexican filibustering venture and had had his entire 
pile out that day trying to buy options on some 
lignite and oil land. The fact made my game so 
much the better, if it would work. 


Luck clung to me like a good friend and I cleaned 
up again! Shary and the others were for leaving, 
but Seegin suggested a moonlight “motor drift” for, 
nst the crowd, but him and me. 


‘Monsieur Seegin,” I said sweetly, “you and I are 
the moneyed chaps now. Of course we can’t think 
of going. We're going to play poker now—real, 
old-fashioned poker, aren’t we?” 

You see, I was after all his money. The crowd 
caught on and sat up. The Wolf, looking at me, ex- 
perienced a curdling of the soul. He wanted to 
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save himself from my luck, but he couldn't back 
down, not with the news men there to tell it on him. 

“I'll mix it with you,” he said, studying me, 
“under one consideration.” 

“Name it.” 

“That you and I play here alone.” 

I hadn't expected that. I had meant for the 
crowd to stay to egg him into my trap. And I 
don’t know why I did what I did—except that I had 
one of my hunches, and you know the trouble they 
have gotten me into. But I had a hunch this was 
the right game. Then, too, the money was still in 
my mind, and your need of it. I agreed to play 
alone with him. The news men got out, leaving 
with that funny air a man has when a woman is in 
the position of dismissing him. I felt ashamed, after 
they had been so nice. But Shary lingered; natur- 
ally, too, since he had escorted me there. 

“Mr. Sharyland,’’ I smiled at him, “you're tired 
and won't care to stay here until | leave, so | release 
you now.” 

He shook his head, stubborn. ‘Tm not going to 
leave you alone, Miss Winsom. There's no one else 
in the club. Even the buffet-boy has left.” 

I looked at Seegin helplessly. He began gather- 
ing up the money. 

“Alone or not at all,” he snapped. 

“Mr. Sharyland,” I appealed desperately, “you 
can please me best by going. You're a good fellow 
—but good-by.” 

I held out my hand. Did he take it? He did 
not. He stood and looked at me hard, then went 
out with a chilly good evening, tho he did not look 
back at me once, from the hall. 

“Now,” Seegin began insinuatingly, ‘we're ready 
for the motor drift under the moonbeams out to Red 
Horse Tavern, aren’t we, Winsomy?” It was just 
as if he thought I had sent Sharyland away to be rid 
of him. 

“Seegin,” I hinted broadly. 
cards.” 

“All right,” he retorted, “a-a-a-Il right. We'll 
play here until—until the last dog in town is asleep.” 

“We shall play until I get all the money,” | shot 
back. 

“Take it now,” he suggested, pushing the stack 
toward me, “and let's talk things over.” 


“I am here to play 


“DIL take,” I said, “just what I win in a fair 
game.” 

He smiled indulgently. He bet without a care 
whether he won or not. He met every raise | made. 
He was toying with me like a cat miffs a poor little 
mouse about, but | didn’t understand that then. | 
was simply puzzled why he was so free in letting me 
win. 


Number 


As we played | kept wondering how I could get 
away from him after the game. My roving eyes 
caught a pinochle board—you know the kind, one 
of those wooden blocks full of little holes where the 
counting pegs are stuck—lying on a broad couch in 
a corner of the room. It made me feel a little easier. 


N A surprisingly short time I had half the money, 
judging by the size of his stack and mine. I 
wanted to get away. I was afraid. But I remem- 
bered you again—and an angel or a devil stirred in 
my heart. I had meant all along to win by straight 
poker, but of a sudden 


“TIl draw cards with you for the ten thousand,” 
I challenged, “high card to win the pile.” 


He looked at me, and the wolf was in his face. 
“Anything to kill time,” he said, and got to his feet. 
I saw his intention instantly, but he beat me to it. 
He strode in two steps to the door and locked it, 
pocketing the key and holding me off with one of 
his steel arms. Of course, he tried to jolly me about 
it, but I wasn’t jolly at all, for next thing he pulled 
down the shades. 

Wasn't I in a pickle, Snookins? I was scared 
stiff. I knew how you must have felt at times. He 
looked at me, the fool, and flashed a grin like 
Satan's. 


“Seegin,” I threatened, vibrating with wrath, “I 
may kill you.” 
He laughed. 


I scattered the cards out and told him to draw, 
the highest to take the ten thousand. We fished 
out a card apiece. My hand trembled, and to save 
me I couldn't get up the nerve to turn the card 
over for a look. But Seegin, without a care, flipped 
his over. It was an eight spot. Some one told me 
once that in drawing this way if my opponent got 
an eight I had three chances of tying him and equal 
chance of drawing a higher or lower card. 

“Listen, Seegin,” I suggested, my voice very low 
somehow. ‘Think about New York a minute. 
Then remember a girl there i 


“Which one?” he smirked. 


“A girl there whose health you broke, whose life 
you hurt, whose very soul you crushed and flung 
away.” 

“What about it?” he asked listlessly. 


“Seegin, | am going out of here tonight with this 
money, all of it, to pay her with, pay her just a little 
mite of what you owe.” I was breathing hard. “I 
am going out if a miracle has to happen.” 


He shrugged—with his hands and his shoulders 
and lips. 


Breathless, now I reached out to turn my card 
over. I had a little trouble, my fingers shook so, 
but at last I gave it a flip and it came down face 
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up. It was the king of spades—the death card, to 
me. The ten thousand was mine by rights, but with 
a mean laugh he began to gather it over to him. 

“Fun's over,” he informed. 

“Drop my money," I cried, a bit wildly, I sus- 
pect. 

He raised his brows. What? You didn’t think 
I was giving you this, did you? Why, I was fooling 
along for things to get quiet—for the last dog to 
get to sleep.” 

“The money is mine—and I'm that girl's sister— 
my name is Bryant.” 

“Eh?” He was startled. ‘‘Narrah’s sister?” He 
was silent a minute while he raised a long white fore- 
finger and touched the little glossy scar in the middle 
of his forehead. ‘So much the better, beautiful 
baby, that you are Narrah's sister.” 

Footsteps sounded somewhere on a pavement. 
He cocked his ears to listen, then began to gather 
up the money, putting one hundred dollar bills. in 
one stack, fifties in another, and so on. I got up 
and began to walk back and forth, watching him. 
Then, Sis, I decided on something else. I felt that 
it was the right game, somehow. I stooped over the 
couch, snatched up the pinochle board, and whirling, 
struck him across the knuckles. 


“You hussy!” he spat. 


I started a scream, but his fingers darted to my 
throat and cut me off. He grasped one of my 
wrists, then my waist, and pulled me up to him. 
He was so quick! 

‘Tve been easy,” he grated in my ear, ‘‘but now 
I am going to be rougher than sandpaper.” 


In trying to scream I was only making choking, 
gurgling noises. I knocked a chair over. We strug- 
gled into the table. | 

Then something else happened. It was the boom 
of a revolver. With a crash like the bursting of the 
world the door flew open. 

Both Seegin and I were bent forward over the 
table, me twisting. From my position I could just 
see the mouth of a black pistol. Suddenly there was 
a blast of a shot from it, and Seegin's grip loosened. 
He sprawled over his arms and the scattered money 


and I fell backward to the floor. 


A hand lifted me up and I staggered, dizzy, to 
the door. Then I looked around to see Sharyland 
standing there with a pistol and looking at me. 

“Let us go,” he said quietly, and put an arm about 
my shoulders. 

We started back for a second. Seegin was 
sprawled out over the table, one knee upon a chair, 
blood pouring from a blotch in his left temple and 
flowing out over the banknotes. 

So all I can send you, Narrah, is the news of his 
death. I left the money there, bloody and wicked, 
and went away with Shary. 
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ACK NEVERMORE paced 
placidiy through the bedlam 
of Chicago, pale eyes behind their 
spectacles, agleam with confidence 
and importance, plump little 
body swaying majestically. Not 
the slightest attention did he pay 
to the streams of nonentities that 
swirled past him endlessly; they 
might have been dead leaves 
whirling in the wind, for all the 
impression they made upon him. 
His sturdy feet came down 
with sharp ker-plunks upon the 
pavement; true, no one heard the 
ker-plunks, not even Jack himself, 
but he knew they were there just 
the same, and the knowledge 
pleased him. 


J. P. Morgan had arrived in 
New York with thirteen cents to 
his name. Rockefeller had struck 
Philadelphia with only seven 
cents. But Jack Nevermore—he 
smacked his lips as he thought of 
it—had not a cent. All his 
money had gone for railroad fare 
from Daisyville to Chicago. 

But he was unafraid; he knew 
in his heart that he would succeed, 
because under his arm he carried 
the formula for success. Occa- 
sionally his round neat hat 
bobbed quaintly as he ducked his 
head to look at the treasure he 
carried, a bundle of magazines. 
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He began to read them, though 
he already knew them by heart. 

The first was an American Mag- 
azine. In it was an article by Jon- 
athan Builtmore, famous banker. 
Mr. Builtmore explained how he 
hired his office boys; he was very 
particular, because he knew that 
the office boy of today was the 
president of tomorrow—or at 
least of the next decade. He al- 
ways noted whether their shoes 
were shined in the back. The 
prospective office boy must have 
an honest, sincere look, with a 
glad sunny smile, and present, on 
the whole, a fine, manly appear- 
He must stand erect, 
hands out of pockets. His clothes 
must be ragged but neat. 

Mr. Builtmore further 
plained that he asked candidates 
to do some trivial thing, like pull- 
ing down the window shade, or 
picking up a piece ot paper. If 
he could do this, and refrain from 
putting his hands in his pockets, 
Mr. Builtmore knew he was of the 
right stuff. 

Jack Nevermore took out a 
copy of The Saturday. Evening Post. 
Here he read for the tenth time 
an article by Mr. Timothy Hop- 
kins, president of the M. N. and 
B. railroad. Mr. Hopkins was 
quite frank. Said he: 

“I began my business career by 
doing twice my share of work and 
Many’s the 
time the janitor had to tell me to 
go home, because I would still be 
working when everybody else 
had gone home, and he wanted 
to lock up the building.” 

Jack rummaged around in his 
pile of magazines until he found 
a copy of Liberty. In this he 
found his favorite article; he 
would rather read it than eat or 
sleep—or work, even. The ar- 
ticle was a short autobiography 
of Mr. Samuel Clark, president of 


ance, 


working every night. 


ex- 
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. The Business Career 


the Consolidated Pinion and 


Washer Company. Mr. Clark, it 


seemed had surmounted the in- 
surmountable. He had come to 
Chicago with the usual allotment 
of pennies, and had been obliged 
to sleep on doorsteps until he got 
his first position, as an office boy. 

Jack Nevermore breathed deep- 
ly; a happy, confident smile 
wreathed his frank countenance. 
It was, he knew, a difficult task, 
but not too difficult for one of his 
iron determination. 

Tonight he must sleep on a 
doorstep. The next morning he 
must polish his heels, and try to 
make his clothes look ragged but 
neat. He regretted that they 
were so obviously new and un- 
ragged, but perhaps he could con- 
trive a frayed cuff, or a neatly 
patched pocket. Then 
he must apply for a job (here he 
unconsciously practised his glad, 
sunny smile), pull down a win- 
dow shade, work like ten Jack 
Nevermores and the pass- 
ing of years would find him scal- 
ing the ladder of success. 

That night Jack curled himself 
up to sleep on the stone steps of 
the Y. M. C. A. But he could 
not sleep; his brain was on fire 
with thoughts of the morrow. 
And too, there was a meddle- 
some Y. M. C. A. man who kept 
coming out on the steps and ask- 
ing Jack if he wouldn’t like to 
sleep inside, in a nice warm bed, 
between clean sheets. This an- 
noyed Jack immensely, yet he 
persevered. He knew he would 
never succeed if he did not per- 
severe, and so he doggedly ap- 
plied himself to sleeping on the 
stone steps of the Y. M. C. A. 

About three o'clock in the 
morning some young men who 
lived in the building, and who 
were returning to their rooms, 


walked all over Jack in the dark 


Number 


ot Jack Nevermore 


“piieation blank telling him to ‘fill 


without so much as noticing him. 
This misfortune, coupled with a 
cold north wind and a fine, cold 
rain, roused Jack’s hopes to the 
highest pitch. If obstacles were 
to be overcome, he surely had 
them; and obstacles he knew (see 
The Magazine), but 
moulded his character the more 
firmly. 

Towards dawn Jack dozed off 
to sleep, but awoke presently 
with a terrific headache and a 
chill. He was overjoyed that 
hard luck still seemed to be com- 
ing his way. 

He arose, brushed himself, and 
assiduously polished the backs of 
his shoes with a handkerchief. 
He rubbed until his neck and 
back nearly broke under the 
strain of the awkward position. 
A crowd gathered around him to 
watch the proceedings, and 
cheered him vociferously, but 
Jack felt himself above them, and 
was not in the least embarrassed. 


American 


“Lazy cigarette smokers,” said 
Jack to himself. “Why aren't 
they at work?” 

At seven o'clock Jack stood 
before the iron portals of the 
Farmers Trust and Savings Bank. 
All the great men got their first 
jobs bright and early, and he 
knew that no exception would be 
made for him. 


At nine o'clock the bank was 
opened, and Jack strode boldly 
in, asking to see the president in 
a courteous, clear voice. But the 
president was not in yet. He 
was asked his business, and when 
he replied that he was looking for 
a position, they steered him over 
to an elevator, and sent him to 
the “Employment Office,” as it 
was called, on the twenty-first 
floor. 

There an acid gentleman with 
a brusk voice handed him an ap- 
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it out and bring it back. 

Jack was at a loss. He knew 
the “Application Blank” was a 
trick of some kind; but where was 
the catch? Knowing, as he did, 
that big concerns never hired 
their employees in this summary 
manner, he was distinctly puz- 
zled, and subconsciously blamed 
Jonathan Builtmore, Timothy 
Hopkins, et al., for not having 
written about this particular riga- 
marole. 

Nevertheless, with a courage- 
ous heart he set out to accomplish 
his task. All the questions he an- 
swered, in a neat, legible writing, 
being careful to be very truthful 
and explicit, to the minutest de- 
tail. When he had finished he 
brought his application back to 
the superintendent, who jerked it 
away from him unceremoniously, 
and began to read it, aloud: 

“Are you married?” “No, | 
am not married, and never have 
been,” wrote Jack. 

“Single?” “Yes, I am single, 
and always have been.” 

“Do you smoke?” “I do not 
smoke now, but must confess that 
I did once smoke corn silk, about 
ten years ago.” 

“Do you drink?” “I have 
never in my life tasted liquor.” 

“Of what church are you a 


member?” “lama member of 


the Daisyville Presbyterian 
church.” 

“Do you go to Sunday 
school?” “I am a member of 
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Mrs. Warren’s Sunday Bible 
Study Class, in Daisyville.” 

Then they wanted to know 
where Jack's last job had been, 
why he left it, where the job be- 
fore that had been, why he left 
it, where the job before the job 
before his last one had been, why 
heleftit wherethejob........ 


Jack answered all this truth- 
fully, even putting down a full 
explanation of the time he had 
been hired by Deacon Ely to pick 
crabapples for twenty-five cents a 
day, and had been discharged 
when the deacon caught him eat- 
ing one of the crabapples he had 
picked. 

When the superintendent had 
read this far he looked up in 
astonishment, and scrütinized the 
neophyte closely. Jack thought 
him to be estimating his personal 
appearance, and so he obligingly 
turned around and lifted his feet, 
showing the superintendent his 
exquisitely polished heels. He 
smiled his best glad, sunny smile, 
in a firm, courteous manner, and 
held himself erect....... : 

“You're insane,” said the su- 
perintendent at length, with an 
air of decision. “We can’t use 


»» 


you. 

The floor came up and hit Jack 
on the forehead; the walls whirled 
around; lights dazzled....it was 
all a ghastly joke. 

“But it says in the American 


Magazine ” began Jack. The 


superintendent, however, had 
turned his attention to another 
job seeker. 
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“That man there is wanted in Chicago.” 


“What for?” 
“He’s a crook.” 


“Why do they want any more crooks in Chicago?” 


On the Level 
‘TIl give one of you boys six- 
pence to carry my bag to the 
train, said the cross-eyed man, 
pausing before three boys coming 
from school. 
“Which one, 


the boys in chorus. 


mister?” piped 


“You,” said the cross-eyed 
man. 

There was a pause. 

Finally, one little boy said: 


“Say, mister, close one eye and 
look at the kid you want, will 


you?” 
Worcester (Eng.) Worker. 
$ $ % 


A Hard Day 

“Well, sweetie, how has my 
little bride been all day?” asked 
Younghusband on his return from 
his office. 

“Oh, George!” cried his wife, 
breaking into tears. “A salesman 
came here and called me his dear 
madam and I called a police of- 
ficer and now | have to go to court 


Wednesday!" 


Needles and Pins. 


Keeping His Hand in 
V. A. Dehoff butchered hogs 
on Tuesday and J. A. McKone on 
Friday. 


Rocky (Kansas) Herald. 


“Did 
“This is so sudden when Mr. 
Kussman proposed?” 

SHE (leaving to be married): “I 


HE WHO SELLS RIBBONS: 
you say 


didn’t have the audacity.” 
HE WHO SELLS ETC. “Why.” 
SHE: “Well, you know how Kuss- 


man stutters.” 
Fligende Blaetter, Germany. 
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Bill Bowser’s Magazine. 


Warning to the Young 
Booze and tobacco 
Killed Druggist Fall. 
He upset his pipe 
In the alcohol. 


ee e 


The Vegetable 
Digger’s Digger 


(Continued from page 71 [burlesque 
section] ) 


Hot Doings. 


I shall send for yousky, and then away 
to another country! 

Mrs. Winkenoff—I tremble with 
anticipation. 

Nodsky—Did you receive the little 
gift I sent you yesterday? 

Mrs. Winkenoff—The  gold-dig- 
gers digger, my love? (Takes a 
corkscrew reverently from a drawer 
nearby.) 

Nodsky—No, the other gift. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—I have carried it 
as near my heart as possible. Here it 
is. (She produces a bologna from a 
pocket in her dress train —She holds 


it up in admiration.) It is truly a 


Number 


work of the pork-packer's art. It must 
have cost you a pretty penny, my 
Alexis. 

Nodsky—A mere trifle, my dear- 
sky; forty-three million rubels—and 
(He pro- 
duces a cigarette and attempts to strike 
a match where he used to wear his 
trousers when he had them to wear.— 
He gives a wild yell of pain.) 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Alexis! 
is it, my lovesky? 

Nodsky—I am wounded. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Where? 

Nodsky—Use your own judgment. 
(A radio cuckoo clock, much in need 
of winding, chimes seven.) Half past 
ten—even the clocks are ahead of time 
in our Russia, these days—I must re- 
port back for duty. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Not so soon, my 
dearsky! Oh, not so soonovich. 
Would that I could go with you. 

Nodsky—Why not? This is as 


good a time as another. 


eight cents in real money. 


What 


‘oh 28) 
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Mrs. Winkenoff—But would it be 
fair to my husband? 

Nodsky— All is fair in love and 
warsky. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—The time has not 
yet arrived, my dearsky, but soon will. 
Be not afraid, I shall tell you when 
the time has come. 

Nodsky—What can there be of in- 
terest between you and this man, your 
husband ? 

Mrs. Winkenoff—lIt takes time to 
wash up a husband. 

Nodsky—To wash up a husband? 

Mrs. Winkenoff—To slip him the 
lather. : 

Nodsky—To slip him the lather? 

Mrs. Winkenoff—And when I 
wash 'em up, I wash 'em up goodsky. 

Nodsky—My dearsky, why should 
you live any longer with this man if 
you do not love him? Come with me, 
my ownsky. Let us go away to that 
far away city of Chicago. There I 
will build a palace for you by the 
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dreamy, fragrant waters of that beau- 
tiful Drainage Canal. There we can 
live and love for the rest of our days. 
There will be nothing I can not buy 
you then. I will even be able to buy 
you a chemise. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Don’t tempt me! 
Don’t tempt me! 

Nodsky—Just see how I love you, 
my own precious thingsky. Today I 
stole my poor old grandmother’s false 
teeth, and with their gold inlay, I 
bought you these. (He produces a 
large jewel-case and takes therefrom a 
string of potatoes.) 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Oh, this is too 
much! A necklace! A necklace of 
sparkling potatoes! Darling, I am 
yours! (She faints in his arms.) 

Nodsky—Mine at last! Now that 
she is, what will I do with her? (4 
galloping horse is heard.) What's 
that. A horse? A horse in Mos- 
cow? I thought we had eaten them 
all. 


POLITICAL BOSS: “Well, did you discover anything in our opponent’s past life that we can use 


against him?” 


HIS HENCHMAN: “Nary a thing, Chief. All he ever did before he came here was to sell awnings.” 


POLITICAL BOSS: 
cidedly shady transactions.” 


“That’s exactly what we want. 


Now we can say he’s been mixed up in some de- 


The Non-Partisan Worker, Minnesota. 
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Mrs. Winkenoff — (Recovering. ) 
It’s a horse! My husband is returning 
and bringing his horse with him. Hide 
for your lifesky. 


Nodsky—Let me meet the fellow 
once and for allsky and have it over 
with. 

Mrs. Winkenoff — (Pleading.) 
Think, Alexis! Think what you are 
doing! 

Nodsky—No! 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Think of my 
husband! Think of me! 

Nodsky—No! 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Then think of 
the horse! 


Nodsky—Now you have touched 
me. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Hide! 
here beneath the bear rug. 

Nodsky—Me? Captain Nodsky, 
hiding under a bear rug? Never 
would I permit myself to be so humil- 
iated. 


Hide 


Mrs. Winkenoff—Think! Think 
of the horse. 
Nodsky—Enough. (He crawls 


under a bear rug.) 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Do not move I 
beg of you. (Blinkenoff enters with 
a rush. He is a big man with white 
hair and a long black square beard. 
He wears a pair of snow-shoes, a 
frock-coat, and carries a revolver about 
his waist. Mrs. Winkenof is 
alarmed.) Who are you? How 
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raise its printing order one h 
Seana sald! 


dare you enter 
nounced? 


Blinkenoff—(Tosses off his wig 


and whiskers.) Sister! 
Mrs. Winkenoff—Willie! 
little brother Willie! 


come from? 


Blinkenoff—I just escaped from 


jail. 


Mrs. Winkenoff—What were you 


doing in jailsky? 


Blinkenoff—I wasn’t in it long 


enough to find outsky. 
Mrs. 
manage it? 


Blinkenoff—I bribed the 


necktie. 
Mrs. 


sky. How comesky? 


Blinkenoff—He used to be a fe- 


male impersonator, and the red neck- 


tie made him listen to reason. 


Mrs. Winkenoff—What will you 


do nowsky? 


Blinkenoff—Y ou must hide me here 
(A train whistle 

They’re chas- 
(Mr. Winkenoff 
Listen! 
They are tracking me down with 


until further notice. 

is heard.) My God! 
ing me with trains. 
is heard singing outside.) 


blood-hounds. 
Mrs. — 
That’s my husband singing. 


Blinkenof—Pardon me; my mis- 
I must 


takesky. Oh, sister; hide me. 


this house unan- 


My 
(They fall into 
each other’s arms.) Where did you 


Winkenoff—How did you 


keeper 
with a handful of split-peas and a red 


Winkenoff—A red necktie- 


Winkenoff — (Jndignanily.) 
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be on the safe side. No one must 
know that I have escaped. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—lIt is wellsky. I 
never told him that I had a brother 
fearing that you would bring such a 
disgrace upon me. Hide here. 
(Blinkenoff hides under a tiger rug op- 
posite the bear rug. Mr. Winkenoff 
enters. He wears a dicky, an apron, 
a cutaway coat, a high-hat, a walking 
stick, a pointed beard, boots and a 
sword.) 

Mr. Winkenoff—Good evening, my 
lovesky. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Y ou are late, my 
Adolphovich ? 

Mr. Winkenoff—The meeting last- 
ed longer than I expected. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—But it was suc- 
cessful I hope? 

Mr. Winkenoff—Ah, yesky. Suc- 
cessful beyond my fondest hopes. We 
declared a great dividend. See! (He 
brings three eggs from his coat-tail 


pocket.) 

Mrs. Winkenof—Eges! Three 
whole eggs! We are rich! 

Mr. Winkenoff—And that is not 


all —look! (He takes some coal 
from his pocket.) 

Mrs. Winkenoff — Coal! Real 
coal! Is it possible? 


Mr. Winkenoff—I must keep these 
about me until I can find a safe hiding 
place for them. (He returns them all 
to his pocket. Now, for the first time, 
he notices the necklace of potatoes his 
wife is wearing.) What's this? A 
necklace? A necklace of potatoes? 
Woman! Explainsky before I have 
your lifeovich. 

Mrs. Winkenoff— (In fear and 
trembling.) They are not mine, I am 
keeping them for a friend. 

Mr. Winkenoff— (Taking her by 
the wrist and hissing at her suspicious- 
ly.) Are you quite suresky? You 
are all of a trembleovich. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—I cannot help it; 
you look at me so fearfulovich, you 
frighten mesky. 

Mr. Winkenoff-—I have good 
reasons to be suspicious. Have you 
forgotten that I have heard your name 
coupled more than once with that of 
Captain Nodsky? 

Mrs. Winkenoff—You insult me 


when you listen to such gossip. 


Number 
Mr. Winkenoff— (Notices that the 


bear and tiger rugs are somewhat 
swollen.) Saint Isaac protect us! 
What is the matter with our rugs? 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Do not go near 
them! Do not touch them! Cant 
you see that they are hatching? 

Mr. Winkenoff—May I ask how 
this came aboutsky? My dearovich, 
I trust you haven’t forgotten your 
wifely duty and permitted our rugs to 
breed out of season. 


Mrs. Winkenoff—(Gaily.) Oh 
dear mesky, you’re so quaintsky, oh, 
how you talkovich. 


Mr. Winkenoff—(Discovers Nod- 
sky’s hat.) So you are deceiving me! 
How comes Captain Nodsky’s hat to 
be in this room? 

Mrs. Winkenoff—That is not his 
hat, my dearsky. 

Mr. Winkenoff—Don’t lie to me! 
(He sniffs at the hat band.) Glover's 
Mange Cure! Now I know that he 
is in this house. Where is he? An- 
swer me! 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Help! 
Will no one save me? 

Nodsky—(Jumps up from under 
the bear rug.) I will! 

Mr. Winkenoff—Who are you? 

Nodsky—Captain Nodsky, of the 
Soviet Army. 

Mr. Winkenoff—So at last we have 
metsky. 

Nodsky—I came here for the sole 
purpose of meeting yousky. 

Mr. Winkenoff—lI was intending to 
go to yousky. Now one of us must 
dieovich. (To Mrs. Winkenoff.) So 
this is what our rug hatched out? Oh, 
you nature fakir! 

Nodsky—We shall see. . . . My 
card. (He hands his card to W inken- 
off who cancels it with a conductor’s 
punch and then hands it back.) 

Mr. Winkenoff—On guard, sir! 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Oh, must you 
boys  fightsky? (Winkenoff and 
Nodsky proceed to a duel while Mrs. 
powders her nose. During the duel 
Nodsky kicks Winkenoff in the spot 
where he carries the eggs. Mr. Win- 
kenoff gives a wild and fearful yell.) 

Mr. Winkenoff—The eggs! He 
has busted the eggs! I am ruined. 
(He kisses Nodsky on either cheek 
and falls dead on the floor.) 


Help! 
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Mrs. Winkenoff—He is 
The shock has killed him. 


Nodsky—Now we can fly together. 

Blinkenoff— (Jumps up from under 
the other rug.) First you must an- 
swer to me. I am here to defend my 
sister's honor. 

Nodsky— Who is thisky ? 

Mrs. Winkenoff— This is my little 
brother, Willieovich. 


dead. 


Nodsky—Ah! I know him now- 
sky! This is Blinkenoff, the escaped 
convict. 


Mrs. Winkenoff—But you would 
not give him up to the policeovich. 

Nodsky—Wouldn’t I though? 
Ha-ha! The reward is mine! Do 
you know what they are offering for 
this man’s capture? No? They are 
offering a whole potsky of bean soup, 
made from real beans! 

Mrs. Winkenoff—But he is my 
brother. Think of my love for him. 
Think of my love for yousky. 

Nodsky—Love! Bahsky! In 
these days, what is any woman’s love 
when compared with a pot of bean 
soup? 

Mrs. Winkenoff—So you spurn 
me? 

Nodsky—Stand aside while I cap- 
ture this fellow. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—You refuse me? 
Then take thatsky! (She strikes him 
over ihe head with her bologna; he 
too falls dead on the floor.) 


Blinkenoff — Hurraysky! Oh 


month 
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goody, goody! You've killed him! 
(He starts to'rifle the pockets of the 
dead men.) , 
“Mrs. Winkenoff—What are you 
doing? 

Blinkenoff—I’m_ giving them the 
frisky. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—Stop! 
ever they own belongs to me. 

Blinkenof—Have a care woman! 
I’m in a dangerous mood. 

Mrs. Winkenoff—If that's the case 
VI make it three of a kind. (She hits 
him over ihe head with the bologna 
and he too drops dead.) 

Blinkenof—You have done for 
mesky. Oh, sister, how could you 
have the heart to bologna your own 
brother to death? 

(He dies real prettily.) 

Mrs. Winkenoff—(Carelessly.) 
Ah me, what a day this has been 
for a vegetable digger, to be sure. 
(She rifles the pockets of the dead 
men and finds a variety of vege- 
tables which one by one she drops in 
Nodsky's hat.) Ah! some carrots! 
Some onions! A tomato! A bunch 
of leeks! My necklace of potatoes, 
and my own bologna! My life’s am- 
bition is realized at last. At last I 
have enough to make an Irish Stew! 


CURTAIN—— 


What- 


The burlesque playlet is 
by George M. Rosener; the 
burlesques art by Clare 
Packer; the burlesque etch- 
ing by Jo Metzer. 
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The Young Man 
Who Flew Up 


(Concluded from page 63) 
“It would cause a flame 227 feet 
high and á 
“Wait a minute. How do you 
know it would? Have you tried it?” 
My patience was hanging by a thread. 


“No, of course I haven't tried it, 
but I read it in The Pink ’Un,” he 
explained. 

“Well, I dont believe it,” I 
snapped, “and what is more, I don't 
believe that freckle story. And, what 
is still more, I am going to get a shave, 
so good-day.” 

I was turning into a hair-dresser's 
shop, but he held me up in the door- 
way. 

“Did you know that there are 437- 
342 hairs on an average man's head?” 

“You're wrong,” I screamed. 
“There are 487,344. I know be- 
cause I counted them this morning.” 

That was the last straw. 

“And do you realize,” I went on 
bitingly, “that in this short walk you 
have wasted 39 cubic feet of solid at- 
mosphere with your burblings about 
facts that don't amount to tuppeny 
ha’penny at the present rate of ex- 
change? Do you know that if all the 
pains in the ear which you have given 
me were placed end to end they would 
make one big pain and that I have got 
it? And do you know that if all the 
time you waste over your bonehead 
statistics was packed into a trunk, it 
would make a holiday for all the sun- 
dial winders in Shropshire? And have 
you never thought that if all the rain 
that fell in Great Britain last year were 
heaped up into one big wave and that 
wave slapped you in the back of the 
neck, you would get wet but deserve it? 
And have you ever thought of frying 
your face for 3714 seconds over an 
ordinary gas stove, burning several 
therms per certain period?” 


And I left him. 


J. Skiffington Squeer, 
ondon 
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The Booting of 
Dam Ifidoo 


(Concluded from page 67) 


Were you ever out in a Ford coupe, 

Miles and miles from home, 

And the motor acted just the same, 

If you cranked, or left it alone; 

All the noise was a battery buzz 

And the chatter of a winsome lass, 

While you ran toward town like a 
half-crazed clown 

In search of that thing called gas? 

And not only that, but two tires flat, 

With luck far worse than ill— 

Well, you can scent just what it meant, 

When he tuned in on Louisville. 


And thirst not of the. drunkard’s kind, 

That’s banished with whisky and wine, 

But the biting thirst of any man 

Whose fever’s a hundred and nine. 

So just the same that music came 

From out of the air above; 

But, oh so blue with some doodle de 
doo 

That conveyed a woman’s love— 

A woman dearer than all the world 

To the boys whose health she knew; 

Yet God, how could he expect to 
rate— 


That Dangerous Dam Ifidoo. 


Then all of a sudden the music 
changed, 

A change you could scarce report; 

But by the way those boys did play, 

We knew it was Davenport. 

Soon he moved the dial with a sickly 
smile 

To pick up a Charleston ditty; 

Came the crazy moans of saxo- 
phones— 

“The Nighthawks” at Kansas City. 

Then at his zenith, with a great wave 
length, 

He vowed a, “So help me, Hannah! 

There isn’t a station I can not get 

From Frisco to those in Havana!” 

There came a cry, “God, how you 


lie!” 
"Twas a voice that everyone knew— 
He was up in bed with eyes blood red, 
That Dangerous Dam Ifidoo! 
The lights went out, and two shins 
barked— 


I guess someone got booted; 


February 


The lights went up, and all was still, 
Except when someone hooted. 


These are the simple facts of the case, 

It's the story that everyone knows. 

They might have kicked off with the 

white plague cough, 

If they'd have come to blows 

I haven’t the sense of lawyer gents, 

But strickly between us two— 

The women who kicked them, and sent 

'em to bed, 

Was the nurse that's known as Lou. 

—Abner Boynton. 


The burlesque verses by 
Abner Bognton; the bur- ' 


lesque “Art” by Clare 
Packer. 
$ 8 & 


ow I 
Interviewed 
Oswald Oyster 


(Continued from page 64 [America’s 
Rumor1) 

“They're a bunch of saps,” he 
truthfully replied. 

“What do you think of the state of 
things in the movies?” 

“Terrible,” he said. 

“How so?” I asked. 

“This job of hugging and kissing 
these beautiful ladies for two thousand 
bucks a week is awfully trying, as half 
of them have halitosis and the other 
half haven't any teeth at all,” he re- 
plied. 

“But beauty can overcome any- 
thing,” I protested. 

“Td like to see it overcome a traffic 
cop,” he said. 

Our talk came to an end then for 
a lawyer came to collect some back 
alimony. 


Mont Hurst. 
P 4 F 


Jiff You Like It 


(Continued from page 78) 


“Tomorrow | shall have some- 
thing to tell you.” Spiddleduck- 
er's face lit with joy. “I dont 
know what it will be, but it will 
be something,” said Padlock 
Combs, and then as he handed 
the Milk King his hat and cane, 
“Won't you sit down?” Then as 
Spiddleducker was leaving, 
Combs, in a fit of boyish exuber- 


Number 


ance, hurled the coffee pot at his 
head. 


That night was a dark one. It 
was so dark that a blind man 
couldn't see his hand before his 
face. The hoot owls hooted their 
joyous love songs to one another, 
and the songs of the frogs were 
sweeter than the nightingales. 
Anyway, it was a night to chill the 
bravest soul to its depths. How- 
ever, it feazed our hero not one 
bit as he crept into the pasture 
back of Spiddleducker’s Dairy 
and lay down near the strange, 
green cow. Braver men would 
have shuddered at the prospect of 
staying there all night, but not our 
intrepid hero. He was a man of 
intellect. He had come prepared. 
Yes, you have guessed it. He had 
brought a lunch! There was little 
danger of his becoming hungry 
before morning. As the hours 
passed strange sounds were heard. 
The crickets were unusually sav- 
age this night, and the earth 
worms chanted their weird battle 
songs. Even the moonshine was 
still, When morning dawned it 
found the Great Detective pale 
and haggard, but he was elated. 
He had had a good night’s rest. 


Shortly afterward he was to be 
seen in consultation with Mr. Spid- 
dleducker. “Well?” demanded 
the Milk King. “Pretty well, 
thank you,” answered Padlock 
Combs. “What have you dis- 
covered?” asked Spiddleducker. 

“İt is all very simple,” said the 
Great Detective, scornfully. “An- 
toinette is still yours. The green 
cow is your own Antoinette! You 
see, she struck up a passionate at- 
tachment for a milk snake. Now 
anyone knows that constant asso- 
ciation with another being will re- 
sult in one or the other acquiring 
the characteristics of the other 
one. Snakes shed their skins 
every year, and through long as- 
sociation with this milk snake, 
Antoinette has acquired the habit. 
She has shed her old skin of 
brown and has a new skin. Of 
course, being new, it is green. 
Time will remedy that, and in a 
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short time she will be brown. 
Leave it to Antoinette and she 
will recover herself.” 

Mr. Spiddleducker was over- 
joyed. “You have proof of 
this?” he cried, gratitude ringing 
in his tones. 

‘Certainly not,” said the Great 
Detective, in a dignified manner. 
‘Those are simply the deductions 
I arrived at in the duck yard. To- 
night I shall penetrate to the in- 
nermost recesses of your dairy 
and capture the snake. That will 
be proof enough—even for me.” 

That night, to avoid detection, 
the Great Detective disguised 
himself as a crock of butter, and 
silently the 
Workmen in evening dress hur- 
ried to and fro, but no one rec- 
ognized him, no one spoke. The 
Great Detective heard the pitiful 
cries of the butter as it was com- 
pressed into bricks, and his heart 
stirred within him. Girls in bath- 
ing suits could be seen, each 
armed with a gallon bucket, water- 
ing the milk. The Great Detective 
was astonished at this dishonesty. 
“And I thought Mr. Spiddleduck- 
er an honest man,” he moaned to 
himself. As Padlock Combs 
thought of the great man’s iniquity 
his temper rose, his indignation 
became greater and greater, he 
grew hotter and hotter. At last, 


crept into dairy. 


forgetting that he was a crock of 
butter, he grew so warm that he 
melted himself and slowly trickled 
down into the hassenfeifer cheese 
vat. He was never seen again! 
It is awful, is it not? To think of 
ending one’s days in a cheese vat? 
Still, he knew of no butter way. 
He had come into his own. An- 
toinette came back the next day. 
She had been spending the sum- 
mer with friends in Oshkosh. 


THE END. 


The burlesque story is by 
Allan Loux; the burlesque 
art by Hugene Zimmerman 


That’s What We Always 
Wondered 

The teacher had been lecturing 
his class on the wisdom often dis- 
played by animals and birds. He 
compared it with that of human 
beings, to the latter’s disadvan- 
tage. 

Having finished his discourse, 
he invited his pupils to ask ques- 
tions bearing on the subject. 

One small boy held up his 
hand. 

“Well,” said the teacher, “what 
is it you want to know?” 

“I want to know, sir,” was the 
reply, “what chickens 


know how big our egg-cups are?” 
Sondasse Strize. 


makes 
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The Gold-Digger’s Digger 


(Concluded from page 50) 


that. TIl give you six thousand dol- 
lars, just to keep still. Will that be 
enough? 


(Violet flings her arm about his 
neck and cries for joy.) 

Violet: Oh! my! You will! 
All that money! It will buy almost 
everything we need! 

Dunn: Hush! My wife! I'll 
make it seven thousand. Only give 
me the digger! 

(Violet laughs hysterically and tries 
to kiss him.) 


Violet: I love you for it! I love 
you! 
Dunn: Hush! Oh! Lord! 


(The door of the inner room rattles 
as it is shaken violently.) 

Mabel (in a muffled voice) : Joni 
Let me out! 

Dunn (desperately to the girl): 
Eight thousand! (Violet succeeds in 
kissing him resoundingly. Then he 
dodges away from her and bends over 
his desk, writing a check. He turns, 
holding check out to her.) Here! 

(She takes the check in her fingers 
and gazes at it wide-eyed.) 

Violet: Ten thousand dollars! 
Gee! (She fumbles in the pocket of 
her jacket and brings out the cork- 


CURIOUS BUSINESS MAN (to famous novelist at the bie 
try writing on an empty stomach?” 

FAMOUS NOVELIST (haughtily): 
tatoo artist.” 


screw. He snatches it and pushes her 
toward the door.) . Gee! 

(She goes out smiling like an inno- 
cent happy child.) 

Mabel (in a louder muffled voice) : 
John! What do you mean? Let me 
out! You hear? 

(Dunn hastens to the door and 
opens it quickly. She steps out, glar- 
ing at him angrily.) 

Dunn (apologetically) : The catch 
must have slipped when I closed the 
door. 

Mabel (gazing about the room sus- 
piciously): I thought I heard a 
woman crying in here. 

Dunn: Just my clerk. We ex- 
changed a few words when he came 
from the bank. 

Mabel (sniffing) : 
fume. 

Dunn: Small has a cold in his 
head and fairly reeks with the medi- 
cine he’s taken. 

Mabel (searching the corners of the 
room quickly with her eyes): I 
thought I heard a kiss. 

Dunn: Just Small blowing his 
nose. (Beaming at her.) See what 
I have, dear? (He holds the cork- 
screw up before her eves.) 


I smell per- 


“Did you ever 


“My dear sir, I am an author, not a 
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Mabel (her anger melting): Why 
—it’s really the digger! (She takes 
it from his fingers, inspects its closely, 
then hands it back to him.) I’m sorry 
for accusing you like I did, John. I 
should have known you wouldn’t let 
any other woman’s fingers touch the 
present from your own little wife! 
(She kisses him.) 

Dunn (patting her shoulder play- 
fully): Of course, I wouldn’t! The 
idea! (He holds the corkscrew up 
and surveys it fondly.) I’m simply 
wild about this, Mabel. Think of it! 
The Gold-Digger’s digger—a relic of 
a vanished race and a forgotten art! 


CURTAIN. 


How to Be Happy 

If you are a comfortable, con- 
tented bachelor and wish to imag- 
ine for a while that you are mar- 
ried, just try this: 

When you return from the of- 
fice take out your note-case and 
throw two five-dollar bills on 


the fire. 


Select a record for your Victro- 
la with a feminine monologue on 
it. Play this through twenty-nine 
times. Sit up straight in your easy 
chair—don’t slouch over! Be 
careful not to get any cigar ash 
on the carpet. Say to yourself 
“the Brown’s are giving another 
one of their confoundedly stupid 
parties tomorrow evening and I'm 
expected to go.” Think of it un- 
til it spoils your present evening. 

Now put on another Victrola 
record entitled, “I saw a lovely fur 
coat today—only $250.” Play 
this four times. Don’t yawn, and 
if you do, hold your hand over 
your mouth. 


If the record does not interest 
you put on one entitled, “I could 
have married Jimmy Fortescue 
and now Im sorry | didn’t.” 
(This record is accompanied by 


sobs. ) 


By this time you will probably 
have had enough of playing vou 
are married, and be content to be- 
come a comfortable, contented 
bachelor again. 

The Journal of Amusement. 
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More Ingenious than Radio, We’ll 
Say 

The old gentleman was at a 
furniture shop. “By the way,” he 
said, just before leaving, "my 
daughter has just started to have 
a young man calling, and I sup- 
pose | should buy them a pretty 
sofa to make love on?” 


“Yes, sir,” responded the suave 
shepman, “and here is the very MDR ANE NY, 
. Š wW a: SN A Ja TAa 7) 4 
kind you need. It is called \ WA; NO PSS L- sili 
Cupid's Retreat.” ; A a M7 


a : 5 : 2 T 3j i | j j . 
H'm! What are the good ; x ONUN 3 ent 
points?” ql KI as 
t . . i \ \ Wins 
Why, in just one year the N z Miz | 


cover wears off, displaying a card . 
—'lts time to get married.’ ” 


Tatler. 
yi İLİN SHORT-SIGHTED LADY: “Your grapes look very nice—I'll have 


Answered Succinctly a pound. 


Found on the registration card 
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lege: “Have you any invisible hair The examinations, which will 
Question: Give your parents’ nets?” be hell under the supervision of 
names. “Yes, ma'am.” Mr. Bohon, will begin promptly 
Answer: Mama and Papa. “Let me see one, please.” at 10 o'clock. 
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The Gazelle’s Ears 
by COREY FORD 


Author of “Three Rousing Cheers” 


The Gazelle's 
Ears 


À 


Should stuffed gazelles have ears? 
What is the technique of keeping a Bee? 
Is the telephone an unqualified success? 


These are a few of the important ques- 
tions which this gay humorist asks in 
a series of rollicking essays and inim- 
itable burlesques which will make win- 
ter storms as light as a day in June. 


Illustrated by the author 
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Without Fear or Favor 


(Continued from page 14) 
Men like old Bob 


Fitzsimmons and Terry McGovern took great pride 


to the prize fighting profession. 


in the might and thoroughness of their deeds and 
anyone who faced them knew that a “good time was 
not going to be had by all.” 

Mr. Tunney of Greenwich Village, financier and 
great lover of the screen, continued cautious if not 
courteous to the end. He was content to back away 
and whack the decrepit and wide-open Dempsey 
occasionally. 

Possession of the heavyweight title is a financial 
proposition. It is worth millions, and Gene Tunney 
has shown by the kind of fight he put up against 
Dempsey that he is aware of it. 

This farce was not a fight, but a negotiation, in- 
volving the transfer of valuable property from one 
gentleman to another. 

Unless we miss our guess Gene Tunney will not 
fight again for a long time—not until he cashes in 
on his title at least. 

He will take on some good second rater in pur- 
suance of the general insurance policy practiced by 
our banker-champions, who even at that is liable to 


smack James Joseph a mile loose from his moorings. 
Wm. B. Ziff 


— 
— 


WIFE (busy spring cleaning, to husband who has found a quiet spot): 


somewhere else, dear? Alice wants a bath.” 
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Tact 


Smith went every night to a pool room to play 
for ten cents a point. One night Mrs. Smith was 
awakened by loud and persistent knocking at her 
door. Putting her head out the window she asked: 
“Who is it? What do you want?” 

“Does Mrs. Smith live here?” asked the man on 
the step. 

“I am Mrs. Smith,” she replied. 

“Well, I’m Mr. Kelly from the pool room up the 
street. Your husband shoots pool there every eve- 
ning.” 

“Yes, I know that.” 

“He was shooting tonight and lost $1,500.” 

“My husband lost $1,500 shooting pool? 
ought to drop dead!” 

“That’s just what he did, madam. Good night!” 


Town Topics. 


He 


a Sb & 


Full House Anyway 
THOMSON: 


“Td like a chop, please, waiter.” 

WAITER: “We have no chops, sir.” 

THOMSON: “Well, what about some steak- 
pie?” 

WAITER: “We haven't that either.” 

THOMSON: ‘‘Anyway, I suppose I can have 
some beef?” 

WAITER: “Er—no, sir.” 


THOMSON: “Then what on earth have you in 
the place?” 
WAITER: “Bailiffs, sir.” 


London Telegraph. 


E 9. | SKEftacg 
— 
‘| 


“Could you manage to type 


London Opinion. 


Number 


The Ultimate 
Insult 


(Concluded from page 90) 


frosty O O?’ She says to me funny 
like, 

“ʻI don’t believe I care to talk to 
you. This gets me going. I takes 
hold of her and shakes the truth out’n 
her. It seems everybody was talking 
about how perfectly beautiful I got 
along with Mr. Huntley when every 
other girl who ever was private secre- 
tary to him had to go flying out after 
the second or third week. Finally I 
explains to this girl how Huntley ain’t 
acted like nothing but a perfect gentle- 
man to me and she warms up a little 
bit and says: ‘Well, I guess he 
figured you asa real private secretary. 
I often wondered why he didn’t take 
some rather plain looking girl and use 
her to do real work and then if he 
must play around hire the good looking 
ones as assistant private secretaries or 
something.” Jez, maybe that didn’t 
make me both hot and cold. Not that 
she said I was plain looking, she only 
intimated that I was. I sat there in 
my boss’ office that afternoon, longing 
to be insulted, and wondering whether 
or not the whole office would get to 
thinking that I got along with him so 
nice because I was a plain—Jez! 
Well, that very afternoon Huntley 
comes back from lunch and he walks 
up to me and he sez: ‘Now lookit, 
Miss Robinson, the work is getting 
pretty heavy for you, I’m going to hire 
an assistant private secretary to help 
you out. I have my eye on a young 
lady that—’ 

“And right there I cuts loose. I was 
so mad I dunno what happened 'till 
pretty soon a cop comes in and takes 
us both to the station. Down there they 
wants to know what is the matter. Jez, 
I would rather of died than of told ’em 
that nothing was the matter, that after 
insulting every girl he ever had in his 
office he treated me with the utmost re- 
spect they would of thought to them- 
selves, “Well! what’s wrong with 
you?’ So instead I just says: ‘He 
insulted me in the worst way a man 
could insult a woman.’ And the 
judge yawns and fines him five dollars 
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and costs and tells him if he can’t be 
good at least to be judicious, and that 
was the end of that. Say, ain’t these 
sandwiches rotten?” 


Jack Woodford. 
$ $ 3 


The $1.51 Art 
Contest 


(Concluded from burlesque page 
79 America's Rumor) 


chorus show us the editor 
of America’s HUMOR drinking 
water. Show us a picture of a 
copy of True Narratives contain- 
ing a true story. Show us the 
general superintendent of the As- 
sociated Sunday Schools of Amer- 
ica placing a copy of Jurgen in all 
the school libraries. Show us H. 
L. Mencken being feted by the 
Rotary Club of Oskaloosa, lowa. 
Show us these things, and we will 
give you a job writing Goofyads, 
and will also tell your mother that 
you ve been using the needle a 
little too freely. All of which re- 
minds us of that screamingly fun- 
ny story about the two dressmak- 
ers. Hold your sides now. The 
one dressmaker, you'll remember, 
had a very long nose. The other had 
lost her glasses. They-had been out 
all night. Dawn came, and then 
(Continued some other day) 
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ogs 
SOLD EVE agda ERE 
Ask your dealer for MILLER’S A-1 Biscuits. Insist 
upon them and do not accept substitutes. If he cannot 
supply you mano Rts poi for 10-lb. trial package postpaid, 
o 
BATTLE CREEK DOG FOOD CO., Battie Creek, Mich. 


Banjo Uke 


song hits. 
ful_ professional in- 
is can have this 
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postman plus postage. 
Wineholt” “Studios, Box 6, Woodbine, Penna. 


A PERFEGT LOOKING NOSE 


CAN EASILY BE YOURS 
re Trados Model No. 25 corrects 
now all ill-shaped noses quickly, 
painlessly, permanently and 
comfortably at home. It is the 
only noseshaping appliance of 
f precise adjustment and a safe 
and guaranteed patent device 
that will actually give you a 
perfect looking nose. Over 90,- 

000 satisfied users. For years 
recommended by physicians. 16 
years of experience in manu- 
facturing Nose Shapers is at 
your sialon, Model 25 Junior 


for childre 
Awarded Prize Medal by biz "Wembly Exposition, 
London, England. Write for testimonials and 
free booklet, which tells you how to obtain a 
perfect looking nose. 


A ott TRILETY, Pioneer Nose$haping Aaa gg 
t. 2747 Binghamton, 


America’s Humor Now 
Appears on the 
15th of Every Other Month 


LATEST NOVELTIES IN 

Watches, Mouthorgans, 

Mirrors, Toys, Artificial 
Flowers 


offers in all Kinds and Prices in Assort- 
ments from 10 Dollars up. 


F. W. H. HEGEWALD, Hanau No : 93 (Germany 
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Worm 


your pocket. 
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is optimistic; he 
ai, up, not down. 

Getting the Worm's-Eye View 
is easy, once you have singled 
a twenty-five cent piece out of 


The Only Magazine Guaranteeing a Bona-fide 
Worm an es View— 


TODAY'S HUMOR 


Including 


SNICKER SNACKS 
On All Leading Newsstands 
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According to 
The Worm— 


T HE commonplace things of 
a are decidedly funny. 
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We Received this Letter But 
Couldn’t Answer It 

Dear Editor: 

A charming young lady called 
at my office cn business the other 
day. Business disposed of, she 
said: 

“We have just moved into a 
new house. It’s a cute little place. 
I'd like for you to see it. Come 
out some time. My husband will 
be away from town all this week.” 

I said: “Thank you, | will be 
glad to call some time.” 

She said: “Great Scott, 
George, you ought to have a lily 
in each hand.” 

Now, Mr. Editor, can you tell 
me what in the world she meant 
by that. Not one word had been 
said about lilies. Yours anxiously, 


“NEMO.” 


Club Topics. 
P P F 


Out of the Mouth of Father 

TEACHER — What is the 
meaning of the word “matri- 
mony,” Robert? 

ROBERT —Please, miss, my 
father says it isn’t a word; its a 


sentence. 
Poet’s Corner. 


Wanted Wits 


(Continued from page 42) 
shall even have to exert some—er 
—political influence to get him 
out.” 

It affected me something like 
wood alcohol, and | staggered out 
to find another lawyer who would 
take cheaper steps. 

The next one wouldnt even 
hear my story without f. o. b. en- 
couragement in advance, and the 
third one I went to said he 
couldn't consider such a case for 
less than $150. Then I began to 
understand how it was Lawyer 
Simpson, out home, made enough 
money to buy a buzz wagon and 
run for Congress almost at the 
same time. 

I fetched up after a while back 
at Flushing’s compulsory room 
without bath, and explained to 
him the painful details about me 
having only seventy-some-odd 
dollars, and only a hundred could 
get him out. He'd had plenty 
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time to polish up his wits, how- 
ever, and he let on sort of sar- 
castic that he knew | couldn't get 
a cootie out of jail even if it was 
plastered to me. I'll have to ad- 
mit that Flush has got a sense of 
humor. 

“All right,” he summarizes up, 
very brisk, like a bootlegger 
figuring up his excess profits. 
“We've got to use our—that is, 
my wits and figure out a way to 
make some more money. You 
know it can be done, don't you?” 

“Sure,” I says, lying to ease his 
pain. 

“You've got to capitalize the 
investment you made at the hotel 
when you paid that bill. Did you 
check out, and go to a cheaper 


place?” 

“No,” I admits, ashamed of 
myself for being so duli. “You 
see, I was in such a—" 

“Fine,” he bubbles. “For 


once in your metaphoric career 
you have exhibited a suspicion of 
intelligents. At the Hotel Seltzer- 
Bourbonia there is a theatre ticket 
agency for the convenience of 
guests only. When all the tickets 
to the big shows are sold out 
everywhere else, you can get "em 
at the hotel long as you're a guest, 
see? 
credit in tickets to “The Crimson 
Lullaby,’ or some girl-and-shimmy 
show, and you can stand outside 
the theatre and sell 'em for twice 
as much, easy. That’s the way to 
make money in New York. 
They'll charge "em to your room, 
and you can pay for 'em out of 


Invest some of your good 


the profits after you've got me out 
of this.” 


Well, I had read about these 
adventurers that live on other 
people's lack of curriculum, but | 
had to hand it to Flushing for 
being the smartest fellow I know, 
in or out of jail. 

They didn’t even suspicion any- 
thing when | called downstairs 
from the hotel room that I wanted 
two tickets to “The Crimson Lul- 
laby,” explaining that I had read 
the book out in Sunflower and 
Mort Martin told me to be sure 
and see the show. They sent 'em 
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up right away, and it didn’t cost 
me but ten cents to tip the boy 
with. 

Then I went around to the 
Thinhurst theatre about 8 o'clock 
and waited with a gleeful look on 
my face while I saw them turning 
away prominent citizens who 
wanted tickets. Then I piped a 
fellow and his girl that seemed 
very disappointed, since they 
probably had come all the way 
from Birmingham, Ala., to see 
that opera, and I stepped up to 
him while his girl was listening. 

“Say, stranger,” I orates, “I got 
a pair of tickets that I bought 
from a speculator a while ago. 
They cost me ten dollars, but I'd 
be glad to let you have 'em, in- 
asmuch as my wife is sick and 
cant go tonight, for the same 
price I paid for them.”’ 

There wasn’t nothing for him 
to answer back, with his girl get- 
ting an earful, so he takes me up 
right away and hands me an apol- 
ogy for bothering me, along with 
his $10. 

I began to feel sorry I hadn't 
bought more of them. The next 
night I made up for my over- 
sight, tho, and bought four tickets 
to “Look in the Looking Glass, 
Leona,” which was advertised as 
one of those bored business baron 
shows, with a lot of girls that 
would be arrested in Sunflower 


(Continued on page 120) 


When you send in 
your subscription 
to America’s 
Humor please add 


the street address: 
608 S. Dearborn 
Street. We thank 
you! 
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NOT Answer Last Month’s Questionnaire! 


HE editors of America’s Humor are compiling data 

1 regarding our readers to assist them in making a 
ES] bigger and better magazine. İn order to give the 
best type of service the editors should know something 
about the people who are reading our magazine. 


These facts are for our guidance only and in no case 
will information in regard to any individual be given out. 


Your filling out this blank will be of assistance to us 
in rendering you a better service. İf you do not care to 
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When in 
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Chicago 


Enjoy your stay—at the superb new 


MORRISON 
HOTEL 


Corner Madison and Clark Sts. 


The tallest hotel in the 
world 
Forty-six stories high 


Closest in the city to 
theaters, stores 
and railroad stations 


1944 Rooms 
$2.50 Up 


all outside, each with bath, running 
ice water, bed head reading lamp, 
and Servidor, assuring perfect pri- 
vacy. Every floor has it own house- 
keeper, and all guests enjoy garage 
service. 


t 
The New Morrison, when com- 
pleted, will be the largest and 


tallest hotel in the world, con- 
taining 3,400 rooms. 


Yet travelers can rent rooms for $2.50 to $5 that would cost $5 to $8 
in any other leading hotel; the store subleases pay all the ground rent, 
and the saving is passed on to the guests. 


Write or wire for reservations. 


Wanted Wits 


(Continued from page 118) 


for looking like they had been 
surprised in the bathroom by the 
plumber before they had quite 
finished dressing. 


HIS time I sold out to a swell 

quartet in evening dress and 
with a chauffeur in uniform letting 
them out of a limousine, for $16. 
That made $11 I had cleared al- 
ready, taking for granted I was 
going to pay the hotel bill next 
week, and boosted my roll up 


considerable. I was so pleased 
with my success that I ate $3.15 
worth of supper. 

Flushing seemed to be sort of 
gratified, too, next day, when I 
reported to him, but he com- 
plained about me being slow. 
He figured out I ought to have 
$98.32 which with $12 he had 
coming to him, which was locked 
up in the sergeant’s safe waiting 
for him to come out of jail, would 
have made enough to get him out. 

“Ninety-eight thirty-two!” I 
exclaims, surprised at him for 
being so pickayunish counting my 
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“I only got 
Don’t you think | have 


money that way. 
$93.85. 
to eat?” 

He didn't low-rate me for eat- 
ing any more, and said he guessed 
one more night of the ticket stunt 
and I could get him out, so I felt 
encouraged next evening when | 
bought four tickets to “Step On 
It, Stephen.” It was one of those 
bedroom dramas, having to do 
with a lady who was afraid of an 
ancestral mouse that had been 
handed down thru the degenera- 
tions, and her friend Stephen, 
who stayed all night under the 
bed so he could assassinate the 
pesky varmint. 

I sold those tickets right away 
for $25, just as a big crowd was 
going away disappointed, and 
then, just as | was thinking I could 
get Flushing out of jail right away 
now—blooey! Somebody drops 
a ninety-pound ham on my left 
shoulder and twists me around 
like I might have been selling 
bottled-in-barn liquor. 

“You're pinched,” he growls 
at me, and I realizes all of a sud- 
den, with a faint feeling in the 
epiglottis, that he is a policeman. 

“What for?” I wants to know, 
in innocent indignation. 

“Come along, kid,” he grunts 
at me thru his teeth. ‘‘You can't 
pull that speculatin’ game around 
here and get away with it.” 

And the first thing I knew, 
without being able to explain any- 
thing, I was occupying the same 
suite in the same lock-up with 
Flushing. 

We was able to discourse with 
each other thru the bars, which 
was considerable modern con- 
venience, because | felt like I 
needed the Flushing intellect more 
than ever now to guide me out of 
the slew of despair. 

“Plead guilty,” he whispers to 
me thru the bars. “Tell the judge 
you thought speculation meant 
having a seat down in the stock- 
yards on Wall street.” 

So I pleaded guilty right off, 
the next morning in court, and the 
judge didn’t even seem to remem- 


ber that I had been before him 


Number 


already as a witness. He couldn't 
have said what he said with more 
lack of friendliness. What he 
said was: 

“Fifty dollars or one hundred 
days.” 

That was sufficient clear to me, 
and I chose the fifty dollars, and 
I paid up without trying to argue 
with him. Even at that I made a 
profit. 


“You lucky stiff,” Flushing 
grumbles at me when | tell him 
about the details. ‘““Why in dem- 
ination didn’t he give you some 
days?” 

“That ain't the question,” I re- 
torts. ‘‘The interrogatory before 
the house of Flushing & Lamkin 
is, how in the name of Jesse James 


am I going to get the rest of that 
hundred dollars?” 


He thinks for a long time in a 
brown study, and then after a 
while he comes out of it. 

“Over at Sheepshead is a race 
track,” he mutters, like Sherlock 
Holmes trying to decipher the 
mystery of the man with the 
Scotch and soda breath. ‘“The 
race track is a peculiar inviting 
field for the ingenuous person. | 
have read of unfortunates who, 
having no visible source of in- 
come, advise five or six sporting 
persons—confidential and sepa- 
rate of course—that five or six 
horses respectfully, are going to 
win. Having thus canvassed the 
field, he goes to one of the five or 
six, after the race, and says, ‘Oh, 
I'm so glad your horse won.’ 
And the happy winner gives him 
a percentage. I believe—can it 
be that I am mistaken?— that 
such a person is vulgarly known 
asa ‘tout.’ Well, that’s what you 
got to be, Jerry—a tout.” 

Then he gives me some more 
instructions, and | starts out to 
Sheepshead knowing about as 
much about horse racing as a 
Mississippi catfish knows about 
the Statue of Liberty. 

I tried it for several days and 
couldn't seem to connect with the 
sympathy circuit in the betting 
ring. I had all my roll changed 

(Continued on page 122) 
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The Young Man 
Who Flew Down 


(Continued from page 31) 


ceremonious answer in the window of 
the first story, which he had now 
reached. 


Nearly concealed by the draperies, 
a young man was sitting at the win- 
dow, sans coat, a woman in a peignor 
was sitting on his knees, lovingly en- 
twining the head of her beloved with 
her round, rosy arms, and passionately 
hugging him to her magnificent bosom. 


The young man who was flying past 
remembered that he had seen this 
woman — well-dressed — out walking 
with her husband—but this man was 
not her husband. . . . He was 
older, with curly black hair, half-gray, 
while this man had beautiful fair hair. 


And the young man recalled his 
former plans: of studying, after the 
student’s example; of marrying the girl 
on the fourth floor; of a peaceful, do- 
mestic life, on the manner of the third 
—and once more his heart was heavily 
oppressed. 


He perceived all the ephemerality, 
all the uncertainty of the happiness of 
which he had dreamed; beheld, in the 
near future, a whole procession of 
young men with beautiful fair hair 
about his wife and himself; remem- 
bered the torments of the man on the 
second floor, and the measures which 
he had adopted to free himself from 
these torments—and he understood. 


“After all I have witnessed living 
is not worth while! It is both foolish 
and tormenting,” thought the young 
man, with a sickly, sardonic smile; 
and contracting his eyebrows, he de- 
terminedly finished his flight to the very 
sidewalk. 

Nor did his heart tremble when he 
touched the flagging of the pavement 
with his hands and, breaking these now 
he dashed out his 
against the hard, indifferent 


useless members, 
brains 
stone. 


And when the curious gathered 
around his motionless body, it never 
occurred to any of them what a com- 
plex drama the young man had lived 
through just a minute before. 
—Translated by B. Guilbert VSE 
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Personal 
Appearance 
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note of success, 
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pain, operation or discomfort. Worn at gh 
My new “Lim-Straitner”, Model 18, U. S. Pat- 
ent, is easy to adjust; its results will soon save 
you from further humiliation, and improve your 
personal appearance 100 per cent. (Model 

is not like old-fashioned splints or braces, with 
bothersome straps, hard to adjust, but a sci- 
entific, modern device of proven merit, used and 
recommended for the last 4 years by physicians 
everywhere. 

Write today for particulars, testimonials and 
my free copy-righted physiological and anatomical 
book which tells you how to correct bow and 
knock-kneed legs without any obligation. En- 
close a dime for postage, 

M. TRILETY, SPECIALIST 
1450 L. W. U. Building Binghamton, N. Y. 
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Makes a 
$150 
Drawing 
in a 
Few Hours! 
—and now teaches 
you his original 
methods in a series 
of 20 snappy les- 
sons—brimful 
with sparkling 
interest from the j 
very start —a de- i 


parture from the 
purely conventional. This train- 
ing constitutes the last word in 
Humorous Illustration, teaching 
a New Art for a New Age—a 
pleasant relief from the old style, 
standardized instruction. Learn 
to draw the dashing, peppy ! 
types that are all the rage as | 
exemplified by Mr. Patterson’s | 
numerous contributions to maga- | 
zines. Let him teach you his | 
clever technique. What pro-; 
fession could compare with this | 
in its irresistible appeal or sheer | 
earning power? Write now for | 
full information. 


Russell Patterson School of 
Humorous Illustration 
Michigan Ave. at 20th St., Dept. 2 

CHICAGO - - - ILLINOIS 
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Large List New 
Vaudeville, Acts, 
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Crossfire, Musical Comedies and 
Revues, Musical Readings, Novelty 
Entertainments, Wigs, Beards, 
Grense Paints and other Make-up 

Goods. SE aa CATA- 
LOGUE FREE. "WRITE ow. 


T. S. Denison & Co., 623 So. Wabash, Dept.174 Chicago 
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Men or women. No selling or canvassing. 
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Working Outfit Free. Limited offer. Write to- 
day. Artcraft Studios, Dept. D-9, 3900 Sheri- 
dan Road, Chicago. 
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(Continued from page 121) 
into ones, according to instruc- 
tions, and circulated around the 
ring for the first two races, look- 
ing like a little tin Rockefeller. 
Then, when the big event, the 
third race, came along, | hid it all 
away except a couple of singles, 
and proceeded to do my touting. 

It wasn't so very long before | 
felt like I was in pretty good prac- 
tice, and had a hunch things were 
coming my way. I boosted Span- 
ish Mosquito, Lady Claire, Thun- 
derbolt, White Lightning and 
Elusive to five different chaps that 
seemed to have -an overplus of 
coin, and they all looked at me 
knowing-like, as if to say I might 
pull that old stuff out West, but 
at Sheepshead ?—nix. 

Anyway, when White Light- 
ning came in winner by a snort 
and a half, I sidled up to the fel- 
low I had touted her to, and sort 
of carelessly shows him my sickly 
roll of two one-dollar bills. 

“Well,'* I observes, interested 
tho mournful, “I'm glad you had 
such luck, old man. I had a 
hunch White Lightning would 
romp away with it, and | had the 
inside info on it, too. But I didn’t 
have carfare to bet on it—ever 
hear of such rotten luck? Lost 
every red on the second race. 
Glad you won, anyway, sir.” 

The man with the White Light- 
ning incomes glances at me sort 
of superficial and starts away, and 
then he reconsiders. 


“Well, I'll admit I took your 
tip,’ he says, ‘Im no piker. 
Here’s a little percentage for 


you. 

And off he whips a pair of 
fifties, just like they'd been cigar- 
ette papers. 


HERE I was, all of a sudden, 
speechless, with a wad that 
seemed like it was big enough to 
stop the mouth of a volcano. I 
looked around to see if there was 
a policeman to grab me, but there 
wasn't any in sight this time. I 
(Continued on page 124) 
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How? ChalkTalk 


Easy to Learn 


94 pages crowded with new 
and clear ideas. 52 full page 
drawings show you how to 
draw faces, cartoons, trick 
pictures, up-side-down and 

ictures, landscapes, 
ete. Full of fun and enter- 
tainment for Teachers, Lec- 
turers and class room blackboard work. At- 
tractive board binding. Postpaid $1.00. Sample 
pages and contents free on request., 


T.$.Denison & Co., Dept.175 623S.Wabash Ave. Chicago 
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Anson, Mose, 


The $25,000 Art 
Contest 


Continued page 46) 
is Pik pat rig os full details of 


the new contest will be published 
in the next issue of AMERICA’S 
Humor. We believe it will be even 
more interesting than this one! In 
the meantime, speaking of the 
present contest submittances, they 
were uncommonly good, weren't 
they, for youngsters and lads who 
are not professionals? Some of 
these boys are going to be the 
coming lights of humorous illus- 
tration. Watch their names in the 
future and see if we're not right. 
And who will they be? We don't 
know, because all the ballots 
haven't come in, and we're just as 
interested as are you who are cast- 
ing votes. In case you aren't clear 
on the rules of the present contest, 
they are reprinted complete on 
page 123 of this issue. 


Number 


AMERICA’S HUMOR 


Conditions of the $2500 
Amateur Art Contest 


See the pages in the forepart 
of this issue 


In this issue of AMERICA’S HUMOR Bi-Monthly appears a ballot 
numbered 5-a, which can be cast for any of the selections which 
the reader deems best and cleverest among the contest submit- 
tances, or which may be held pending the reader’s study of further 
selections 5-b and 5-c coming out on the newsstand February 15th, 
1927 and April 15th, 1927 respectively. Either ballot 5-a, 5-b, or 
5-c may be cast for ANY of the submittances appearing in any part 
of the contest, including those appearing December 15th, 1926, 
February 15th, 1927 and April 15th, 1927, but if any ballot No. 5 
is cast, any subsequent ballots bearing the number 5 will not be 
eligible as votes, but will be discarded, since these last three sub- 
groups (a), (b), and (c) constitute Group No. 5 of the amateur 


submittances. 


Votes may be sent in at any time. If consecutive ballots are 
received from the same reader at different times, the larger num- 
ber of votes attained thereby will be automatically recorded by 


our editorial vote recorders. 


2. PRIZES 


To the artist attaining the greatest number of votes shall go 
the first prize, consisting of a contract with AMERICA'S HUMOR 


Quarterly calling for One Thou- 
sand Dollars ($1,000) worth of 
work, to be delivered at space 
rates during a period of 10 con- 
secutive issues after the contest 
closes. To the artist attaining 
the next greatest number of 
votes shall go the second prize 
consisting of a like contract, but 
for five hundred dollars ($500) 


worth of work; the third prize shall 
consist of a similar contract for two 
hundred and fifty dollars ($250) 
worth of work; the fourth prize, a 
contract for one hundred dollars 
($100) worth of work; the fifth 
prize for fifty dollars ($50) worth of 
work. With each contract shall go a 
written guarantee to give the winner 


public announcement and free space 
publicity in America’s HUMOR Quarterly as 
well as a personal letter of introduction to 
the Art Editor’s of ten of the largest humorous 
publications in the world. Sixth, seventh, 
eighth, ninth and tenth prizes shall consist 
each of a full course ($100 in value) in a 
National School of Humorous Illustration. Con- 
testants ranking next highest in the number of 
votes cast, from eleventh to fiftieth, shall each 
receive a year’s subscription to America’s 
HUMOR Quarterly and Honorable Mention, 
together with a beautiful VALET Auto Strop 
Vest Pocket Shaving Set, such as described in 
section 5 of these conditions. In the event 
of a tie for any prize offered, all tying con- 
testants shall each receive the full amount of 
the prize tied for. 


3. SPECIAL PRIZES 


Every artist who has one or more of his 
pieces of work published, irrespective of 
whether he wins one of the larger prizes, shall 
receive one of the Auto Strop Razor Sets 
described in section No. 5 of these conditions, 


4. NUMBER OF DRAWINGS ALLOWED 
Contestants may send in as many drawings 
as they wish, but unless sufficient postage is 
sent with the drawing for their return, they 
will not be sent back. All drawings, whether 
used or not, will be returned to their respec- 
tive owners if sufficient postage is enclosed. 


5. SPECIAL PRIZES TO THE READERS 

The Readers’ votes shall decide the winners 
and every reader who has cast one or more 
Ballots for the Artist winning FIRST PRIZE 
shall receive, absolutely FREE, a beautiful 
VALET Auto Strop Vest Pocket Shaving Set 
in a German silver case. 


6. DATE OF CLOSING OF THE CONTEST 

e present coupon constitutes No. 5-a of 
the series of 5 coupons, and the last of the 
series or number 5-c, will appear in the June, 
1927, issue of America’s HUMOR Bi-Monthly, 
which goes on sale April 15th, 1927. The con- 
test will close THIRTY DAYS after the final 
group of submittances are published, and 
prizes will be awarded as soon thereafter as 
possible and the winners announced in the 
next number. 


7. THE JUDGES 


The Judges of the ballots shall be Pierre 
Nuyttens, famous artist, etcher, designer; 
Russell Patterson, director of the Russell Pat- 
terson School of Humorous Illustration ; Albert 
Carreno, feature caricaturist of the Chicago 
Daily News, and Pedro Llanuza, head of the 
Chicago Examiner Art Dept. The decision 
of these- judges on the ballot count shall be 
final, and contestants must abide by their 


rulings. 
CAUTION 


Be sure you sign your full name and address 
to all drawings and ballots. Address every- 
thing to the Art Contest Editor, America’s 
A ag Bi-Monthly, 548 Transportation Bldg., 

cago. 
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The Human Figure 
By John H. Vanderpoel 


This book is illustrated 
with 58 full-page plates, va- 
riously reproduced in half- 
tone, metrograph and tint— 
all of them masterly draw- 
e greatest value to the stu- 
dent. In addition to these it contains 
330 marginal sketches, none of which 
has ever before been published, show- 
ing parts of the y in various posi- 
tions and actions. Altogether it is the 
most complete illustrated work on the 
subject now extant, and more than any 
a book serves the purpose of a 
model. 


Price $2.75. Postage, 15 cents extra 


order from your bookseller or direct 
from 


THE INLAND PRINTER CO. 
632 Sherman Street Chicago, Ill. 


SCHNEIDER & CO. 


INC. 


Dealers in 


Artists’ Materials 


Exclusively 


123 West 68th St. 
NEW YORK CITY 


CARTOONISTS 


All you who are in- 
terested in a square 
deal cartoon course 
that only costs $1 
and includes 5 big 
lessons and personal 
criticism on your 
work, write for in- 
formation or send 
one dollar and re- 
ceive your first lesson, 
and course. Address 


Bert Whitman 


7040 Euclid Ave, — 
Chicago, TI. 


LEARN TO DRAW?! 
Remarkable book--‘‘COMMERCIAL 
ART AND CARTOONING,"' Ex- 

lains how to make illustrations for 

ka, adverti: 
to become a C: 
RESPONDENCE 
tells a chap 
hay Stil Lite; Pen ink 

s e; Pen, 5 
and Crayon Work; Cartooning, 4 

. Bound Flexible, Im. Leather. Postpaid for EX 

2.00 (C. O.D. 17c extra). OGILVIE PUB. CO., 
7 Rose Street, New York, Dept. (22 


When Writing Advertisers Please Mention America’s 
Humor. 


All Out! 

Her dearest friend had come to 
tea, and she was telling her all 
about the attempted burglary. 
“Yes,” she said, “I heard a noise 
and got up, and there under the 
bed, I saw a man’s leg.” 

“Good heavens!” gasped her 
friend “The burglar's?” 

“No,” replied the other, “my 
husband’s. He had heard the 


. ”. 
noise, too. 
Tatler. 
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= UP 
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CEONARD HICKS 
MANAGING DIRECTOR, 


Garage in Connection 


Statement of the Ownership, Management, Circulation, etc?, Required by the Act of Congress 
of Aug. 24, 1912, of America’s Humor, published bi-monthly at Chicago, Ill., for Oct. Ist, 1926. 
State of et 
County of Cook 
88. 

Before me, a Notary in and for the State and county aforesaid, personally appeared Marie 
T. Conlin, who, having been duly sworn according to law, deposes and says that she is the 
Business Manager of America's Humor, and that the following is, to the best of her knowledge 
and belief, a true statement of the ownership, management (and if a daily paper, the circula- 
tion), etc., of the aforesaid publication for the date shown in the above caption, required by 
the Act of August 24, 1912, embodied in section 443, Postal Laws and Regulations, printed 
on the reverse of this form, to wit: 

1. That the names and addresses of the publisher, editor, managing editor, and business 
managers are: 

Publisher, William B. Ziff, 608 So. Dearborn St., Chicago, Ill. 

Editor, Harry Stephen Keeler, 608 So. Dearborn St., Chicago, Ill. 

Business Manager, Marie T. Conlin, 608 So. Dearborn St., Chicago, Ill. 

,2. That the owner is: (If the publication is owned by an individual his name and address, 
or if owned by more than one individual the name and address of each, should be given below; 
if the publication is owned by a corporation the name of the corporation and the names and 
addresses of the stockholders owning or holding one per cent or more of the total amount of 
stock should be given.) 

E. C. Auld Company, 608 So. Dearborn St., Chicago, Ill. 

William B. Ziff, 608 So. Dearborn St., Chicago, Ill. 

David Ziff, 608 So. Dearborn St., Chicago, IIl. 

8. That the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security holders owning or holding 
1 per cent or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities are: (If there are 
none, so state.) 

None. 

4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving the names of the owners, stockholders, and 
security holders, if any, contain not only the list of stockholders and security holders as they 
appear upon the books of the company but also, in cases where the stockholder or security 
holder appears upon the books of the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, 
the name of the person or corporation for whom such trustee is acting, is given; also that the 
said two paragraphs contain statements embracing affiant’s full knowledge and belief as to the 
circumstances and conditions under which stockholders and security holders who do not appear 
upon the books of the company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a capacity other than 
that of a bona fide owner ; and this affiant has no reason to believe that any other person, 
association, or corporation has any interest direct or indirect in the said stock, bonds, or other 
securities than as so stated by her. 

5. That the average number of copies of each issue of this publication sold or distributed, 
through the mails or otherwise, to paid subscribers during the six months preceding the date 
shown above is (This information is required from daily publications only.) 

MARIE T. CONLIN, Business Manager.... 
Aya to and subscribed before me this 1st day of October, 1926. Manat 


[SEAL , 
(My commission expires June 12, 1928.) fOr Se EREN, 
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(Continued from page 122) 


certainly did have respect for Sey- 
mour Flushing then. It was all 
his brains that done it. 

I didn’t have but one more aim 
in life, and that was to get Flush 
out of the vile durance they had 
him locked up in. 

I beat it back to town and 
fetched up without time to catch 
a good breath at the office of my 
lawyer friend, Mike Coffran. | 
didn’t want to tell Flush in ad- 
vance that I was going to get him 
out, because I wanted to surprise 
him. I hadn't seen the poor boy 
in two days, either, which was 
some self-control I had. 

Coffran grabbed his hat when 
I shoved him the two fifties, and 
he did some rapid-fire telephon- 
ing to some fellows he called Tim 


and Joe and Pat. 


Then we taxicabed right off to 
the precinct jail where Flushing 
was. 

The wires had worked a 
magician stunt, all right, for the 
sergeant smiled at us like we 
might have been Ty Cobb and 
Mayor Hylan. 

“Walk right up, gentlemen,” he 
says, “and we'll release Mr. Flush- 
ing.” 

Coffran went off right away, 
probably wanting to leave me and 
Flush to have an old-fashioned 
love feast like they wind up the 
camp meetings with at Sunflower. 

I grabs Flush around the neck 
and pretty near chokes him with 
But he manages to gasp 
an insult even then. 

‘Say, you damfool!” he hissed. 
“Did you get a hundred dollars 
and give it to that lawyer?” 

“Yep,” I chirps, not being able 
to keep from feeling proud about 
the way I done it. “I knew I'd 
get you out, sooner or later.” 

“Great teething tomcats?” he 
yowls at me. “Of all the bone- 
headed mud-turtles. Where you 
been all this time? I'd have got 
out tomorrow for nothing. I been 
in this damn place nine days!” 


ecstatics. 


Number 


The Passing of 
Barbary Tim 


(Continued from page 27) 


“But why let a guy get a slant at the 
dawn 
Of a day that can never be his? 
Say, Hang ’im at night, when the sun 
is low 
An’ he’s ready to sleep as it is. 


“Just string 'im up when the stars come 
out 
An’ the ranchers has hit the hay, 
An’ he won’t know a dawgone thing 
When the roosters go yellin’ for 
day. 


“Go on, send a note to your editor 
sharp 
Back East there to call ’em all in, 
An’ tell ’em to fix a nice little law 
To make hangin’ at daybreak a sin. 


“Ive played my hand an’ cheated— 
say, 
I’m tagged. I know I’m it; 
But I hope they hang the next son 
of a gun 
At a time of the day that is fit.” 


And that was the way that Barbary 
Tim 
Orated there to me, 
As we waited around till the range 
boss came 
With a rope and drinks for three. 


And they sat poor Tim on a spotted 
horse 
And led him under a tree, 
Where a rope went tight to make 
things right 
At the ugly hour of 3. 


"Twas “* ‘curtain’ for Tim,” the range 
boss said, 
When we reached the end of the 
play ; 
And all that was left was the critic's 
job— 
And here she is—as she lay. 
$ $ > 


Have You Tried It? 


A new salad may be made by 
turning the ice box upside down 
and shaking until contents are well 


mixed. 


Feterborough (Canada) 
Evening Hxaminer. 
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Trade Secrets 

LADY (to butcher boy)—Do 
you know Mrs. Upperton in this | 
road, my lad? 

BOY—Upperton? Let me see. 
"Taint pork and no fat—that’s 
No. 2. And it ain’t two pound 
of rump and juicy—that’s No. 7. 
I know where ‘tis. It’s top side 
and tender, an’ don't pay—No. 5, 


that’s it, mum! 
Sydney Post. 
A Re 


How I Inter- 
veiwed Montague 
Montmorency 


(Continued from page 24) 


and while we sat spellbound, suddenly 
silent, he turned slowly and let his eyes 
range over the faces before him until 
they came to rest on mine. ‘“‘Sud- 
grave,” he said, “you've got to do it. 
Interview M. M. Montmorency for 
our public!” 

There was a shout—for I was 
popular enough—as I closed the lid of 
the linotype I had been playing and 
reached for a notebook and pencil. It 
took but a moment. At the door, I 
turned. “How much copy do you 
want?” 

“How much?” 
was the Editor). 
get, of course—every word. Remem- 
ber, no English author has ever told 
the public what he thinks of America. 
Get him to say what he thinks of 
circulation will 


echoed Schlitzg (he 


“Every line you can 


America and our 
double overnight!” 

An instant later I was out of the 
building. I had been working thirty 
years as a reporter just for this mo- 
ment. I knew that Montmorency, in 
order to avoid publicity, had taken a 
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small room in a boarding house some- 
where instead of a large suite at the 
Waldorf or the Plaza, but I was not 
prepared for what I found. ‘The ad- 
dress proved to be such a dingy old 
brownstone building that I hesitated 
before mounting the steps and ringing 
the bell. “How amazing!” I mur- 
mured. ‘What will these men not do 
for England!” 

A fat old lady carrying a pail and 
mop presently answered my summons. 
I faced her squarely. “Is Mr. Mon- 
tague M. Montmorency in?” I asked 
in a ringing tone. 

Her expression changed, and she 
looked at me searchingly, a little ap- 
prehensively, I thought. She evidently 
knew the name. ‘‘You’d hardly ex- 
pect to find him in a house of this 
sort,” she said, not without pathos. 
“There's no great folks here.” 

In a flash I realized what must have 
happened. Montmorency, to insure 
anonymity, had called himself, not 
Munsie, but Montmorency, as the 
e is conventionally pronounced in 


ncy in?” I asked. 
f that name has 
ll bedroom,” she 


“May I go 


clicked the door 
nd mounted the 
the substance of 


that flight of 
per hallway was 
F, that the handrail 
Wa half inches wide, and 
the house was permeated (it was 
around noontime) with the odor of 
onions, cabbage, eggplant, saddle of 
mutton, and finely chopped parsley. 
And I may well mention it again. 
Later, when it was found that we 
could not fill an entire page with the 
information I had procured, we went 
back and counted the window panes, 
the lumps of coal in the cellar, and 
measured the height of the house and 
the width of the street outside. 
Gradually I made my way along 
the upper hallway to the door behind 
which was sitting Montague M. Mont- 
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123-129 WEST 44th ST. 


Up-to-Date in Every Respect 


Just off Broadway— 
in the heart of Theatre 
and Shopping Districts 


RATES: 
Double Rooms and Bath (for 2), $5 and $6 
Suite of Rooms (4 persons), $8, $10 and $12 


morency. Trembling, I knocked. 
The door, I noticed, had four panels 
in it. 

“Come in,” said a voice. 

I turned the handle and entered. 
“Is this Mr. Montague Montmor- 
ency?” 

“It is,” he said simply. 

I presented my credentials (a photo- 
graph of the composing room and 
several old theatre ticket stubs)—the 
interview had begun. 

“My friend,” he began, “‘from the 
moment that I told your editor that I 
would say a few words for publica- 
tion, I have been regretting it. You 
observe,” he went on with a wave of 
his hand toward the homely bed and 
washstand, “the precautions I have 
taken to preserve myself from the im- 
portunities of the public as befits and 
besuits an English writer. When Mr. 
Wells, and Shaw, and Arnold Ben- 
nett, and Captain Frankau, or even 
Maeterlinck or Michael Arlen—those 
men who live for their art and the art 
of Shelley, of Walter Pater, and of 
the innocent Brontés—hear of this in- 
terview they will very properly reprove 
me for giving the impression that Eng- 
lish authors do nothing but chase the 


shekels. I will not—I cannot be in- 
terviewed!” 

The man who uttered these words 
was a wonderfully dignified specimen, 
from under whose eyebrows shone 
kindly yet wonderful eyes. He was a 
type which our as yet callow literature 
cannot approach. He looked like a 
drummer. Had he been dressed dif- 
ferently he might have been Charles 
Dickens; had he been dressed still 
more differently he might have been 
Shakespeare. His great hands were 
gnarled and knotted from writing, and 
he wore one arm in a sling. 

I burst into a volley of protestations, 
calling attention to the public that 
waited expectantly, and pointing out 
to him that the news of the interview 
had already got abroad and that all 
traffic in the city had been stopped. 
The quiet was already noticeable. 
“You can’t! You can't! You must!” 
I flung at him. “At least tell me what 
you think of America. Our paper will 
give $100,000 for one word from 
you.” 

His eyes blazed with the fury of 
the hero in “The Pants Pocket” who 
finds his wife is an imbecile, as he 
made a gesture of spurning. “Money”! 
he ejaculated. ‘‘What use has an art- 
ist for more money than is needed to 
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AMERICA’S HUMOR 


keep him fed and comfortably shel- 
tered? My business is the writing of 
books. No man is as great as his art, 
and what I have done is very little; yet 
I am proud to say that I receive suf- 
ficient income from the books I have 
already written to take care of my 
small needs. So long as I have a 
place to work in,” he concluded, his 
voice softening, “I am happy.” 

“I am sorry I mentioned money,” 
I said shamefacedly. 

“You are young,” he returned, 
“and you are an American. You do 
not realize what English authors are.” 

“Do you then not like America?” 

“No,” he said, “I think it is 
lovely.” 

I looked at him, and my pulse, 
realizing no doubt (as I did) that I 
had heard his opinion of England’s 
great sister Republic, beat rapidly. 

“I think it is lovely,” he repeated, 
and coughed slightly. 

His cough and the way he put his 


hand to his throat brought home to me 
that the speech had exhausted him. I 


did not wish to tax him beyond en- 
durance. 

“Mr. Montmorency,” I said rising, 
“I thank you. And I feel sure that I 
will be able to phrase what you have 
said so that it will not appear to the 
world as if you were seeking pub- 
licity.” 

He was too moved to speak. Jot- 
ting down his last remark and hastily 
measuring the circumference of the 
wash bowl on the stand, I left him. 
My elation was such that I literally 
walked on air, clutching with difficulty 
the notebook in my inside pocket. In 
my agitation—for I could picture the 
anxious faces waiting in the composing 
room—İ took many a wrong turn, my 
mind soaring whither I knew not. 


It was late when I swung open the 
heavy doors of the office, and, holding 
my notebook, stepped in. Not a man 
had moved since I had left. The 
Editor-in-Chief stood where he had 
stood when he gave me the parting in- 
structions. I must have been ghastly 
pale, for several of the boys jumped 
up and came over to support me. 


“Speak, man, speak!” gritted the 
chief, as I stood swaying for a mo- 
ment. 


“It’s all right,” I said; “I got it. 
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He said America was lovely!” 


And then the deluge—the madness 
of shouting. The world knows what 
followed. The resi is History, except 
for one fact. The Editor-in-Chief 
sent the check for $100,000 to Mont- 


morency. 


It was never cashed, of course. 
There was an item in the paper a few 
days afterward narrating how an un- 
known man had gone into a rage and 
flung out of the boarding house where 
he was stopping, leaving his room lit- 
tered with the little scraps of green 
paper. 

Well—those scraps of paper were 
the check for $100,000 which the 
Editor-in-Chief thought he could force 


on an English author. 
—Fillmore Hyde in the New Yorker. 
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Publisher’s Note: America’s Hu- 
mor publishes in each number an 
example of the best contemporane- 
ous humorous JOURNALISM, il- 
lustrated with interesting actual 
photographs. To find the most 
brilliant and amusing examples of 
various phases of JOURNALISM, 
the newspapers, books, trade publi- 
cations and magazines of all 
the English-speaking countries are 


carefully culled by a corps of Edi- 
tors.. As, in the case of this month, 
we have published what we believe 
is the best Satire on Interviewing, 
we will in the next number publish 
the most amusing travesty our edi- 
tors can find, in America, Australia, 


.and England, on NEWSPAPER 
a and Writing for the 
ress. 


A Little Practice—That’s All! 
The new night watchman at 
the observatory was watching 
some one using the big telescope. 
Just then a star fell. 
- “Begorra,” he said to himself, 


“that fella sure is a crack shot.” 
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won't 
'round.” 

She rapped at 
opened door. ‘‘Here’s your rent, 
Mrs. Topins.” There was a 
grumbling reply, a hand grasped 
the money, and the door was 
slammed. 


Maymee sped lightly up the 


nobody snoopin' 


the partly 
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rickety stairs and Tony leaned 
against the banister and sank into 
a rapturous dream. When she re- 
appeared, she wore a blue serge 
dress and a coquettish blue velvet 
cap on her straw-colored hair. She 
carried an ample cloth handbag. 


Tony regarded her with ex- 
cited admiration, relieved her of 
the handbag, and closed the door 
after them into the October sun- 
shine. 


An hour later when they 
emerged from Justice Smith's 
rooms in San Francisco, Tony, 
beaming in Latin rapture, was 
scarcely able to find the sidewalk, 
teeming with a chattering crowd. 
“Come,” he said in tones that 


trembled with love, drawing her 
arm closer, “we go eat swell 


place.” 

“No, Tony,” she declined. 
“What kinda stove ya got? 
Gas?” 

“Gas? Country. No, no. 
Wood. Make mysel. o Tree 
ever'where.” 

“O-oh, great! Oven?” 

“Sure, 


“It'll be grand to cook a dinner 
in our own kitchen on a real 
stove.” She giggled with joyous 
anticipation. “Hurry. Where 
we git the car, Tony?” 

After several hours’ journey by 
trolley and jitney and a walk on 
an ascending road in a canyon, 


STRING OF 


PEARLS 


$10 Cut to $1.99 


These exquisite indestructible Serapi pearls are 
perfect reproductions of the genuine Oriental pearls 
that cost many thousands of dollars. They pos- 
sess all the beauty, all the soft, gleaming irides- 
cence, all the delicate, creamy coloring of genuine 
deep sea pearls. Perfectly matched and gradu- 
ated. Beautiully engraved sterling silver clasp 
set with Rhinestone Brilliant. In handsome, sa- 
tin-lined gift case. 


Wear Them Free for 10 Days 


Send no money—just your name and address. De- 
posit with postman $1.99 and postage when the 
pearls arrive. Then wear them 10 days—show 
them to your friends—compare them with any 
$10 Pearl necklace in the jewelry stores. Then 
if you are not honestly convinced that this is the 
greatest pearl value you have ever seen, return the 
necklace to us within ten days and we will gladly 
refund your money. Send your name and address 
today. Well not be able to duplicate these 
pearls at this ridiculously low price when present 
stock is exhausted, 


WINEHOLT JEWELRY CO. 
Box 6, Woodbine, Penna. 


LEARN DANCE 


at HOME 


Become a Teacher or 
Prepare for the Stage 


Ambitious girls and boys, men and 
women can win fame and fortune, 
acquire new grace and poise, by a 
new, simplified, delightful method. 
The stagecraft and intricacies 
of Ballet, Classical, Eccentric, 
Greek, Interpretative, Oriental 
and Toe Danc- 
ing all made 
Yaf, eti 


gs tol! r 
y ' of the Dance 


M.VeronineVestoff, former solo danseur 
with Pavlowa, brings his exclusive train- 
ing right into your home. The Vestoff 
Method willastonish youand your friends. 
Big money for Graduate Teachers. Or 
prepare for a stage career with all its 
possibilities and earnings, 


FREE—Two Weeks’ Personal Training in 
New York after completing Home Study 
Course. Write for this Special Offer. 
Beautiful booklet on request. Send today. 


V.VESTOFF ACADEMIE DE DANSE 
100-(31) West 72nd St., New York City 


ea 
in all 104 mhap: 


Send No Money 


Write for your copy, today. Don’t send a 
P: tman only $1. TB, plus be postage, 
seksini Money anoni if not satisfactory. 


FRANKLIN ASSOCIATION, 
Dept. 7300 186 No. LaSalle St., Chicago, Ill. 


SONG POEM WRITERS 


Send for “real” proposition 


RAY HIBBELER 
D. 77X, 2104 N. Keystone Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


AMERICA’S. HUMOR 


cultivated here and there, with 
hazy blue mountains in the dis- 
tance, they drew near to their des- 
tination. 


Tony tremulously pressed his 
wifes hand, and motioned to a 
mass of juniper twined with 
poison oak and wild roses. “Back 
tree, Maymee, you see house.” 

They dipped into a hollow, -fra- 
grant with the perfume of the 
roses, pushed aside some branches 
and came within a dozen feet of 
a tiny, rough shack. It was a 
rough shack with a touch of soul; 
Tony had felled trees and had 
fashioned a pergola across the 
front. 

Immovable Maymee stood fora 
moment, her lips apart, her eyes 
staring. “My Gawd,” she cried 
finally, “do ya call that a house?” 

“Maymee—" 

“It’s. nothin’ but a one-room 
gol-darn shack! Call that a fine 
house? I’m goin’ right back. Ya 
liar, Tony. I’m goin’ right back!” 
She swung round, sobbing, and 
began to patter up the hill toward 
the road. 


He grasped her arm. “Aw, 
Maymee, you marry me. See 
porch—I fix. Think all you.” 
Tears choked her throat and 


She snatched 
away her arm. “Come inside, see 
how nice? Fix other room, bye, 
bye, Maymee, pleese!”’ 

After a period of pleading, she 
protestingly allowed herself to be 
led inside. With the hand of a 
lover and the eye of an artist, 
Tony had mingled the limbs of 
the buckeye and the willow and 
had achieved a table, a bench and 
an armchair. A cheap bed, an 
old cookstove and a large trunk 
constituted the remainder of the 
furniture. Pictures, taken from 
Magazines, were grouped under 
the two lace-hung windows. 

“Sit Maymee,” he 
begged, bringing forth the chair. 

She petulantly refused. 

“Hungry?” he asked with an 
apologetic laugh. “I fix soup.’ 
He took a half-gallon tomato can 
from the window ledge, and 
placed it upon the stove. He 


blurred her vision. 


down, 
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If You Were Dying To-Night 


and I offered something that would give you ten years 


more to live, would you take it. You’d grab it. Well, 
fellows, I’ve got it, but don’t wait till you’re dying or it 
won't do you a bit of good. It will then be too late. 
Right now is the time. To-morrow or any day, some 
disease will get you, and if you have not equipped 
yourself to fight it off, you’re > I don’t claim to 
cure disease. I am not a m r, but Ml put 
you in such condition that ne doctor will starve to 
death waiting for you to take sick. Can you imagine a 
mosquito trying to bite a brick wall? A chance. 
A RE-BUILT MAN 

I like to get the weak ones. I delight in getting hold 

a man who has been turned down as hopeless by 
It’s edsy_enough to finish a task that’s more 
than half done’ But give me the weak, sickly chap and 
watch him grow a hg That’s what I like. It’s fun 
to me because I know can do it and I like to give 
the other fellow the fe I don’t just give you a 
veneer of muscle that looks good to others. I work on 
you both inside and out. I not only put big, massive 
arms and legs on you, but I build up those inner mus- 
cles that surround your vital organs. The kind that 
give you real pep and energy, the kind that fire you 
with ambition and the courage to tackle anything set 
before you. 

ALL I ASK IS NINETY DAYS 

Who says it takes years to get in shape? Show me the 

man who makes any such claims and I’ll make him eat 


30 days. 1 inches on your chest in 
the same length of time. Meanwhile, I’m putting life 
and pep into your old back-bone. And from then on, 
just watch ’em grow. At the end of thirty days you 
won’t know yourself. Your whole body will take on an 
entirely different pea But you’ve only started. 
Now comes the real works. I’ve onl pour my founda- 
tion. I want just 60 days more (9 all) and you’ll 
make those gg of yours who ink de re strong look 
like something the cat ged 

A REAL MAN 

When I’m through with you pd re a real man. The 
kind that can prove it. You will be able to do things 
you had thought impossible. And the beauty of it is 
you keep on going. Your deep full chest breathes in 
rich, pure air, stimulating your blood and making you 
just bubble over with vim and vitality. Your huge square 
shoulders and your massive muscular arms have gist 
eraving for the exercise of a regular he man. 

have the flash to your eye and the pep to your step that 
will make you admired and sought after in both the 
business and social world. 

This is no idle prattle, fellows. If you doubt me, 
make me prove it. Go ahead, I like it. I have already 
done this for thousands of others and my records are un- 
oon lenged. What I have done for them, I will do aor 

Come then, for time flies and every day cou 
Let this very day be the beginning of a new lite "te 
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stepped out-side the door to pick 
up some kindling. 

Indignation was swelling up 
within her. She took the can 
from the stove, sniffed at the con- 
tents, and then hurried to the 
door. "Call that a kettle,” she 
sobbed, "an' that dago stuff— 
soup!’ She swung the can 
toward him. It slipped from her 
hand; the spaghetti, tomatoes and 
onions rolled into the weeds. 

“Maymee,” he said sorrowful- 
ly. 

She banged herself down on the 
foot of the bed, her face buried 
in her arms, her shoulders heav- 
ing. 

He bent over her and attempt- 
ed to embrace her. ‘‘Maymee, 
mus’ get use to house.” 

“Dont call it a house,” she 
jerked. “If—if—ya'd called it a 
—shack—I'd know—what to— 
expect.” 

“Maymee. No cry. Hungry. 
Not like soup, so I—’’ He paused 
listening to outside sounds. 

“Yes, I am hungry.” She rose 
and made her way to her hand- 
bag. “Im goin’ back to my 
room, an—" 

He continued as tho he had not 


heard the last remark, “I get, 
Maymee, quail.” 

“What ya gonna git?” 

“Quail for Maymee.” 

“Quail! Only swells have 
quail—on toast. Some kindda 
bird. I heard about it. Ya can't 


stuff me with a new line a goff.” 

“Sure, Maymee.” He un- 
locked his trunk and brought out 
a gun. “I eata quail ever’ day.” 

“Point that outside. I—I don't 
believe ya.” 

“I get—than you believe?" 

“All right,” she said in a re- 
signed manner. "But if ya ain't 
back in a half-hour with a bunch 
of ‘em, I'll know ya been stuffin’ 
me." 

He departed, twisting his head 
to gaze at her adoringiy. “Not 
lie, Maymee. Bring guail for 
weddin’ dinner.” 

He hastened up a trail leading 
into a grove of scrub oak and 
manzanita, where he heard quail 


February 


calling. As he scrambled through 
the brush, cottontail and other 
game ran or flew about him un- 
heeded. He was determined on 
quail. 

He moved along a rush fence, 
adjoining a grain field. Before 
he got near enough to shoot, a 
flock of plump quail, with a whirr 
like a miniature airplane, rose in 
the air. In desperation he took 
aim. Just then, a screeching tribe 
of blackbirds flew from the grain 
field and circled him, flying be- 
tween him and the quail. Never- 
theless he shot, and birds flopped 
to the earth. 

When he gathered his spoil 
from the leaves and twigs, he 
found that he had shot six black- 
birds. The quail were winging 
their way to a tall grove of euca- 
lyptus across a deep ravine. 

Sunk in gloom, fearing his half- 
hour had elapsed, he decided to 
exhibit the blackbirds to Maymee 
to prove that he was a good shot, 
and to beg for another half-hour. 

As he approached the cabin, 
she stood in the doorway, swing- 
ing her handbag. “*“Maymee,'— 
he began pleadingiy, holding 
aloft the blackbirds. 

She whirled back into the room, 
laid her bag in a corner, tossed 
her hat onto the bed, and pushed 
up bher sleeves. “Got any 
spuds?” 

In the space of thirty seconds 
the expressions of astonishment, 
consternation, joy, determination 
chased one another over Tony's 
countenance. He eagerly brought 
in a pailful of the vegetables. 

“TIl cook the spuds,” she ten- 
dered, contemplating him with 
proud eyes, "you cook the" —she 
gestured toward 
don't know how.” 

When the wedding feast was 
spread, Tony drew up the bench 
and tenderly helped her to a 
seat. She sighed, dropped her 
head on his shoulder, and proudly 
regarded her surroundings, tinged 
with the mauve-russet of the set- 
ting sun. “In our own house,” 
she breathed, “an” eatin’ quail— 
ya'd think we was millionaires!” 
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C. W. Birmingham, . B. Englehardt, Frank Walsh, 


James Jacobsen, F 
Dayton, O Winchester, Ky. Chattanooga, Tenn. Springfield, Mass. 
A few years ago I was When I took up the N. S. Without this training I I was clearing around 
working in a shop for $15 T. A. course, I was selling would still be working for $1,000 a year when I was 
a week. Immediately shoes for a, week. the other fellow. This enrolled with N.S. T. A. 
upon completion of my Now I am earning an ear I will make close to I have increased my in- 
average of $135 a week. 7 — some increase come to $7,286. I now 


course I was offered a 
osition through N. S. 
.A. y earnings were 

from $5,000 to $6,500 per 
ear. Today I am earn- 

liz $7,500 per year. 


Youre Foolin 


Yourself 


-If You Think These Bid Pay 
Records Are Due to LUCK! 


But don’t take my word for it! When I tell you that you 
can quickly increase your earning power; PLL PROVE 
IT! FREE! I’ll show you hundreds of men like yourself who 
have done it. And I'll show you how you can do it, too 


own my home, drive a 
nice car, and have a sum- 
mer camp. My grateful 
thanks to N. S. T. A. 


I attribute this remark- since my enrollment. 
able progress to N. S. 


T. A. training. 


J.E. GREENSLADE 


To come directly to the point. 
First yowll say, “I could never 
do it, these men were lucky.” But 
remember the men whose pictures 
are shown above are only four out 
of thousands and if you think it's 
luck that has suddenly raised thou- 
sands of men into the big pay class 
you're fooling yourself. 


Easy to Double Salary 


But let’s get down to your own 
case. You want more money. You 
want the good things in life, a com- 
fortable home of your own where you 
can entertain, a snappy car, member- 
ship in a good club, good clothes, 
advantages for your loved ones, 
travel and a place of importance in 

“your community. All this can be 
yours. ‘And I'll prove it to you, 
FREE. 


First of all get this one thing right 
—such achievement is not luck—it’s 
KNOWING HOW! And KNOW- 
ING HOW in a field in which your 
opportunities and rewards are ten 
times greater than in other work. In 
short, I’ll prove that I can make you 
a Master Salesman—and you know 
the incomes good salesmen make. 


Every one of the four men shown 
above was sure that he could never 
SELL! They thought Salesmen were 


“born” and not “made!” When J said, 
“Enter the Selling Field where chances in your 


favor are ten to one,” they said it couldn’t be 


done. But I proved to them that this Associa- 
tion could take any man—regardless of his 
station in life, regardless of his present job, or 
lack of selling experience—and in a short time 
make a MASTER SALESMAN of him—make 
him capable of earning anywhere from $5,000 
to $10,000 a year. And that’s what Im 
willing to prove to you, FREE. 


Simple as A B C 


You may think my promise remarkable. 
Yet there is nothing remarkable about it. 
Salesmanship is governed by rules and laws. 
There are certain ways of saying and doing 
things, certain ways of approaching a prospect 
to get his undivided attention, certain ways to 
overcome objections, batter down prejudices 
and outwit competition. 

Just as you learned the alphabet, so you can 
learn salesmanship. And through the NA- 
TIONAL DEMONSTRATION METHOD 
—an exclusive feature of the N. S. T. A. 
System of Salesmanship Training—you gain 
the equivalent of actual experience while 
studying. 


Years of Selling Experience 
in a Few Weeks 
The N. S. T. A. System of Salesmanship 


Training and Employment Service will enable 


you to quickly step into the ranks of successful 
salesmen—will give youa big advantage over 
those who lack this training. It will enable you 
to jump from small pay to a real man’s income. 


Remarkable Book, Sent 
FREE 


With my compliments I want to send you a 
most remarkable book,‘‘Modern Salesmanship.” 


It will show you how you can easily become 
a master salesman—a big moneymaker—how 
the N. S. T. A. System of Salesmanship Train- 
ing will give you years of selling experience in a 
few weeks; how our FREE Employment 
Service will help select and secure a good selling 
position when you are qualified and ready. 
And it will give you success stories of former 
routine workers who are now earning amazing 
salaries as salesmen. Mail the coupon today. 
In every man’s life there is one big moment 
when he makes the decision that robs him of 
success—or leads him on to fortune. This 
may be your turning point. 
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Dept.R-111, N. S. T. A.Building 
Chicago, Ill. 
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| National Salesmen’s Training Association, | 
l Dept. R-111 N. S. T. A. Building, 


Chicago, Ill. 


Send me free your book, “Modern Salesman- I 
l m Proof that I can become a MASTER 
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Other Black and White Beauty Creations 
are the Cleansing and Cold Creams, 
Lemon Beautifying Cream, Beauty Bleac 
“İncense of Flowers” Face Powder an 
Talcum, Skin Soap, etc., which 80,000 
dealers in city and country alike are rec- 
ommending and selling for the popular 
50c and 25c prices, at the rate of over 15 
million packages a year. 


Pa ANS me Akli Proroxidevmms Cream 


Youth a-sparkle under myriad 
candles in the merry-makings of 
this happy season! 

Youth at its gayest and loveliest in 
the American beauty, whose elusive 
winsomeness and chic captivates 
the world! 

Cherishing this radiant charm— 
whether they're indoors or out—is 
very simple for the thousands of 
girls everywhere who use Black 
and White Peroxide (Vanishing) 
Cream as a protection to their skin, 
and as the daintiest powder-base 
imaginable. 

A thin film of this snowy cream 1s 
an invisible shield against the dark- 
ening, roughening effect of wind 
and weather. It prevents dust and 
powder from being ground into 
the pores, and holds in the natural 
oils which give the skin suppleness 
and delicacy of texture. Over this 
exquisite base, face powder fiuffs 
on smoothly and adheres for hours 
with the alluring, silken cling of 
rare velvet. 


dreams and fortune telling. 


If your dealer hasn’t the Black and White 
Beauty Creations you want, send his 
name to Plough, Dept. A., Memphis, 
Tenn., and you will receive FREE, a copy 
of the Birthday and Dream Book, which 
tells what the stars say about you and 
many interesting things about beauty, 


